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To His Ro YAL Hicnnwness the 


PRINCE of NA LES. 


S 


S Your RovAL HTHNESS 
e was pleaſed 6 
[NA was pleaſed to expreſs a 
J * K Deſire of ſeeing a new 
and correct Edition of Mr. Rowe's 
Works, the following is humbly 
ſubmitted to Your RO YA. 
SHicaness, and it is hoped 
will prove not altogether un- 
worthy of Your Royal Patro- 
nage and Protection. This indeed, 
with his Tranſlation of Lucan, is 
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is not unrewarded by your RoyaL | 3 
and 


DEDICATION. 


2 com plete Collection of his 
nuin Works ſeveral Things eis 


here omitted which in former Edi- 1 | th 
tions were falſly attributed to nd 
him, and others being added from | be 
his original Papers which were be 
never publiſhed before. And to WA 
whom can the Works of Mr. Rowell 1 
be ſo properly addreſs d as to their 1 
greateſt Patron and Admirer? and 11 5 
what an Encouragement is this to Fran 
living Merit, that even the dead aw 


HIGHNESSP 
deli 
It is owing chiefly to Your 
* mer 
Rovar HIGEHNESsS's Approbation, 
they 


and to the Influence of Vour Land 
Royal Preſence, that his Plays 1 
have been ſo frequently acted, and m 
ſo highly applauded: And Vour f. 
Royar HIHNESS has not only} 
encourag'd them as public Enter- "Ss 
tainments,} 
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tainments, but often made them 


the Amuſement of private Hours; 


and Your Royal Children have 


been taught to repeat ſeveral 
of the beſt and fineſt Speeches 
with a beauty and juſtneſs that 
7 muſt charm and ſurpriſe every 
body who has the Happineſs to 
hear them. It is reported of her 
late Majeſty Queen Anne, that ſhe 
learned to ſpeak properly of the 
famous Tragedian Mrs. Barry, 
and from hence was enabled to 
deliver her Speeches to the Parlia- 
ment in ſo graceful a manner, that 
they loſt much of their Beauty 
and Energy even when they were 
N Faſterwards read in the Houſe by 
my Lord Cowper. The Art of 
Fſpeaking properly is certainly no 
gordinary Qualification, and Your 
ROYAL HIGEHNE S s's Children 


A 4 promiſe 


DEDICATEO N. I 
promiſe to excel in this as well th 
as in every thing elſe that becomes w. 
great Princes, ſuch is the Care tor 
that Your Royar HIGHNESS Tit: 
and the Princtss of Wales hoi 
continually take of their Educa- and 
tion. 4 I a 

But Your Royar Hicnuness's z 

Goodneſs hath not ſtopped here, 
nor been content with doing un- ay, 
common Honors to the Memory 
of Mr. Rowe; but it is to the 
Opinion of his Merit that I muſt } 
principally aſcribe the many di? 
itinguiſhing Marks of Favor, 
which Your ROVAL Hf RHNE SSN 
and the PRINCESS of Wales have 
been graciouſly pleaſed to beſtow 2 
on me. Such Honor is double 
Honor; and at the fame time 
that it demands, tranſcends my 
warmeſt Acknowledgments, But 

the 


= DEDICATION 
the Pen of Mr. Rowe himſelf 
2 would fail me here; Language is 
too poor; Words cannot expreſs 
it; my Heart only truly knows, 
how it overflows with Gratitude, 
and with what entire Devotion 
I am, 


May it pleaſe Your Royar HIGHNESS, 
Pour Roy AL HiGnNess's moſt oblig'd, 
moft obedient, and 


moſt dutiful Servant, 


ANNE DEAN ES DEvVENISH:e 
As 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tbeſe two Volumes of Plays and Poems, 
together with the two Volumes of the 
Tranſlation of Lucan, make a complete | Z 
Collection of the Works of Mr. Rowe; 
but as ſeveral Perſons may be defirous 
of having the Plays and Poems, who * 
yet may not chooſe to purchaſe a T; ranſla- 3 
tion of Lucan, it has been thought pro- V 

per for their ſakes to extract from 
Dr. Welwood's Account prefixed to 
The Tranſlation of Lucan, ſo much as | 
may be neceſſary to give ſome Idea of Þ 


the Life and Character of the Author. Wb 
1 3 | 925 0 
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ICAHOLAS ROME, Eiq; 


88 5 R. ROME was born at Tittle. 


E Berkford in Bedforaſtire, at the 
1255 Houle of ape. Edwards, Eiqz 
52. O 

7 8 W Year 1673, of an ancient Fa- 


his Mother's Father, in the 
Eb Wnily in Devonſbire, that for many Ages had 


ade a handſome Figure in their Country, 
and was known by the Name of Rowes of 
Lambertoun. He could trace his Anceſtors, 
In a direct Line, up to the Times of the 

10 War, where one of them ſo diſ- 
tinguiſh'd 
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Tbeſe two Volumes of Plays and Poems, 
together with the two Volumes of the 
Tranſlation of Lucan, make a complete 
Collection of the Works of Mr. Rowe; 
but as ſeveral Perſons may be defirous 
of having the Plays and Poems, ab 
yet may not chooſe to purchaſe a Tranſla- | 
tion of Lucan, it has been thought pro- 

per for their ſakes to extract from 
Dr. Welwood's Account prefixed to * 
The Tranſlation of Lucan, ſo much as ie 
may be neceſſary to give ſome Idea of 
the Life and Character of the Author. + | 
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e R. ROM E was born at Litile 
Ye: Berkford in Bedforaſkire, at the 
&©2} Houſe of Jaſpc; Edwards, Eiq; 
YES his Mother's Father, in the 
1 Tear 1673, of an ancient Fa- 
Geh zmily in Devonſbire, chat for many Ages had 

made a handſome Figure in their Country, 
nd was known by the Name of Rowes of 
Tambertoun. He could trace his Anceſtors, 
in a direct Line, up to the Times of the 
wy War, where one of them fo dif- 


tinguiſh'd 


—_ 


Xi The LIFE of 
tinguiſh'd himſelf in the Holy Land, that at 
his return, he had the Coat of Arms given 
him, which they bore ever ſince, that 
being in thoſe Days all the Reward of mili- 
tary Virtue, or of Blood ſpilt in thoſe 
Expeditions. From that time downward to 
Mr. Rowe's Father, the Family kept them- * 
ſelves to the frugal Management of a private 
Fortune, and the innocent Pleaſures of a 1 
Country Life. Having a handſome Seat, 
and a competent Eſtate, they liv'd beyond 
the Fear of Want, or Reach of Envy. In 
all the Changes of Governments, they are time 
ſaid to have ever lean'd towards the fide of Mas int 
public Liberty, and in that retir*d Situation WAnce 
of Life to have beheld with Grief and 3 who, 
Concern the many Incroachments that Seat 
have been made upon it from time to Hand ( 
time. Wand a, 
His Father was John Bis and the firit | His 

of the Family, as his Son has told me, that Mhis E. 
chang'd a Country Life for a liberal Pro- Wſent h 
feſſion. After he had paſs'd the Schools at 
home, he was brought up to London, and 
enter*d a Student of the Law in the Middle} 
Temple, where ſome time after he was call'd} 
to the Bar, and at length made a Serjeant 
at Law. He was a Gentleman in great 
Iſteem for many engaging Qualities, off 


very conſiderable Practice at the Bar, and 
ſtood] 


time N 
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hen he died the goth of April, 1692, and 


as buried in the Temple Church the 7th of 


3 May following. Let it be mention'd to the 
oſe 


onor of this Gentleman, that when he 
publiſh*d Serjeant Benloe and Judge Daliſon's 


Reports, he had the Honeſty and Boldneſs 
Ito obſerve in the Preface, how moderate 
Itheſe two great Lawyers had been in their 


Opinions concerning the Extent of the 
Royal Prerogative; and that he durſt do 
this in the late King James's Reign, at a 
time when a Diſpenſing Power was ſet up, 
as inherent in the Crown. From ſuch worth 


Anceſtors Nicholas Rowe was deſcended, 


who, together with the ancient paternal 
Seat of the Family, inherited their Probity 
and Good-nature, Contentment of Mind, 
and an unbias'd Love to their Country. 
His Father took all the Care poſlible of 
his Education, and when he was fit for it, 
ſent him to Weſtminſter School, under the 
famous Dr. Busby. He made an extraordi- 
nary Progreſs in all the Parts of Learning 
taught in that School, and about the Age 
of twelve Years was choſen one of the 


King's Scholars. He became in a little 


time Maſter to a great Perfection of all the 
Claſſical Authors, both Greek and Latin, and 
made a tolerable Proficiency in the Hebrew; 

but 
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but Poetry was his early Bent, and his 
darling Study, He compos'd at that time 
ſeveral Copies of Verſes upon different Sub- 
jects both in Greek and Latin, and ſome in 
Engliſh, which were much admir'd, and the 


more that they coſt him very little Pains, f 5 
and ſeem'd to flow from his Imagination, 2 
almoſt as faſt as his Pen. | Y Jo 
His Father deſigning him for his own YT. 85 
Profeſſion, toe k him from that School * = 
when he was about ſixteen Years of Age, | 3 ON 
and enter'd him a Student in the Middle \% nth, 
Temple, whereof he himlelf was a Member, 5 
that he might have him under his imme. = 10 
diate Care and Inſtruction. Being capable oxy 
of any part of Knowledge he apply'd his Bs 
Mind to, he made very remarkable Ad- ricne 
vances in the ſtudy of the Law; and was not C... 1 
content, as he told me, to know it as af om 
Collection of Slotutes or Cuſtoms only, but 1 
as a Syſtem founded upon right Reaſon, and ry w). 
calculated for the good of Mankind. Being The 
afterwards call'd to the Bar, he appear'd in ge 
as promiſing a way to make a Figure in Plauſe 
that Profeſſion, as any of his Contempo- rhous 
raries, if the Love of the Belles Lettres, and Wh... S 
: a $12Mm e 

that of Poetry in particular, had not ſtopp'd Nyvards 
him in his Career. He had the Advantage ri _ 
of the Friendſhip and Protection of one of WF. . 1 


the fineſt Gentlemen, as well as one of the | 
greateſt 


NICHOLAS Ro WE, Eß; xv 


= orcateſt Lawyers of that time, Sir George 
his Treby, Lord Chief Juſtice of the Common- 
me pleas, who was fond of him to a great De- 
ub- "Force, and had it both in his Power and 
in faclination to promote his Intereſt. 
the But the Muſes had ſtoln away his Heart 
ins, from his Infancy, and his Paſſion for them 
ion, frender'd the Study of the Law dry and taſte- 
leſs to his Palate. He ſtruggled for ſome 
fine againſt the natural Bent of his Mind, 


Age, ; b ks: * infinitely more Or with 
1 im, than the beſt Authors that had writ 
of the Law of England, He now and then 
could not refrain from making ſome Copies 


able f Verſes on Subjects that fell in his Way, 
| his Nehich being approv'd of by his intimate 
Ad- Friends, to whom only he ſhow'd them, 
s not hat Approbation prov'd his Snare, ſo that 
as à from that time he began to give way to the 
, but Watural Bias of his Mind, and would needs 
and ry what he could do in Tragedy. 

Being The firſt he wrote was the Ambitious Step- 
rad in Mother; which meeting with univerſal Ap- 
re In a as it well deſerv'd, he laid aſide all 


Thoughts of riling in the Law, and turn'd 
em ever after, in 1 their main Channel, to- 


* I ards Poetry. This his firſt Tragedy he 


ntage Writ when twenty-five Years of Age, and 
* N Is a Trial only of his Genius that way. 
OI the 


The 


The LITE 

The Purity of the Eugliſb Language, the 
Juſtneſs of his Characters, the noble Ele- 
vation of the Sentiments, were all of them 


Xvi 


admirably adapted to the Plan of the 
Play. His Talent lay in Heroic Poetry, and 
conſequently in Tragedy: For Comedy, he 
once try'd it, but found his Genius did not all dr 


Deteſ 


lean that way. He writ ſeveral Tragedies 


afterwards, which are in every Body's 
more 
of th 
Liber 


Slave. 


Hands, and all of them highly approv'd of 
by Men of Taſte, upon the Account of the 
Loftineſs of Thought, and the delicate 
Propriety of the Language; in which laſt 
I may venture to ſay, no one has ever out- 
done him, few equalFd him. 


The Tragedy he valu'd himſelf moſt| 


upon, and which was moſt valu'd, was his Ta- 
merlane; and never Author, in my Opinion, 
did more Juſtice to his Hero, than he to that 
excellent Prince: For Tamerlane was the 
very Man that Mr. Rowe has painted him, 
In that Play he aim'd at a Parallel between 
the late King William of immortal Memory 
and Tamerlane ; as alſo between Bajazet, and 
a Monarch who is ſince dead. That glorious 
Ambition and noble Ardor in Tamerlane, 
to break the Chains of enſlav'd Nations, 
and ſet Mankind free from the Incroach- 
ments of lawleſs Power, are painted in the 
moſt lively, as well as the moſt amiable 
: Colors; 
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NIcHOLAS Rowe, Eſq; wvii 
olors: On the other fide, his manner of 
ntroducing on the Stage a Prince that 
hinks Mankind is made but for him, 
and whoſe chief Aim is to perpetuate his 
Name to Poſterity, by that Havoc and 
Ruin he ſcatters through the World, are 
all drawn with that Pomp of Horror and 


o deſerve. And ſince nothing could be 


more calculated for raiſing in the Minds 
of the Audience, 
Liberty, 
Slavery; how this Play came to be diſ- 


a true Paſſion for 
and a juſt Abhorrence for 


courged, next to a Prohibition, in the latter 
End of a late Reign, I leave it to others 


to give a Reaſon. 


I ſhall ſay nothing of any of the reſt of 
Mr. Rowe's Plays in particular; but it may 
be juſtly ſaid of them all, that never Poet 
painted Virtue or Religion in a more charm- 
ing Dreſs on the Stage, nor were ever Vice 
and Impiety better expos'd to Contempt and 
Hatred. There runs through every one 
of them an Air of Religion and Virtue, 
attended with all the ſocial Duties of Life, 
and a conſtant untainted Love to his Coun- 
try. The ſame Principles of Liberty he 
had early imbib'd himfelf, and ſeem'd a 


Part of his Conſtitution, appear'd in every 


thing he wrote, and he took all Occaſions 


that 


xviii The LITE of 
that fell in his way, to make the Stage 
ſubſervient to them. His Muſe was i 
religiouſly chaſt, that I do not remembe 
one Word in any of his Plays or Writing 
that might admit but of a double Entendr 
in point of Decency or Morals. There i; 
nothing to be found in them to humor the Eſte 
deprav'd Taſte of the Age, by nibbling atf 
Scripture, or depreciating Things in them. bis 
ſelves Sacred; and it was the leſs wonder : 
that he obſerv'd this Rule in his Dramatic B. 
Performances, ſince in his ordinary Con-] beſt 
verſation, and when his Mirth and Humoi 
enliven'd the whole Company, he us'd to 
expreſs his Diſſatisfaction, in the ſevereſſ 
manner, with any thing that look'd thai 
way. Being much converſant in the Hoh 
Scriptures, it's obſervable that to raiſe the 
higheſt Ideas of Virtue, he has with great .. 
Art in ſeveral of his Tragedies made ule off Tide 
thoſe Expreſſions and Metaphors in them oute 
that taſte moſt of the Sublime. 1 

Beſides his Plays, Mr. Rowe wrote 1 | 
great many Copies of Verſes on different. Ry: 
Subjects, * which *tis hop'd his Friends Coun, 
may ſome time or other publiſh together, of the 
and whereof many have been already printed 


apart. Being a great Admirer of * 1 
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* What Dr. Yelwoed hoped for, is done in the 
preſent Collection. ä 
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he oblig'd the Public with a new Edition of 
prefix'd to it a ſhort Ac- 
count of his Life. In that Account he lay 
under the ſame Misfortune that I have done 
in this Account of Mr. Rowe; he wanted 
Information, to do Juſtice to Shakeſpear. 
He took all Occaſions to expreſs the vaſt 
Eſteem he had for that wonderful Man, and 
endeavor'd in ſome of his Pieces to imitate 
his manner of Writing, particularly in 
the Tragedy of Jane Shore. 

But Mr. Rowe's laſt, and perhaps kils 


| beſt Poem, is his Tranſlation of Lucan, 


which he juſt liv'd to finiſh. He had en- 
tertain'd an early Inclination for that Au- 
thor, and I believe it was the darling Paſſion 
he had for the Liberty and Conſtitution of 
his Country, that firſt inclin'd him to think 
of tranſlating him, He thought it was a 
pity, that a Work in which the Cauſe of 
Liberty was ſet in ſuch a ſhining Light, 
ſhould be preſerv'd only in the dead Lan- 
guage wherein it was written; and there- 
fore thought it well worth his Pains to put 
it in an Eugliſb Dreſs, for the Benefit of his 
Countrymen. As this is the happieſt Nation 
of the World in its Conſtitution, and happy 
even in ſpite of ourſelves, he judg'd that 
all who are in love with it, muſt needs be 
tond of an Author, who not only mou 

or 
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XX 


for the ancient Conſtitution of his own! 


Country, but tell a Sacrifice for endeavour- 
ing to ſupport it. | 

As to the Tranſlation itſelf, I perſuade 
myſelf it will meet with a kind Reception 
in the World, I dare be bold to ſay the 
Language is pure, and the Verſification 
both muſical and adapted to the Subject. 
J have no reaſon to doubt but the true 
Meaning of the Original is faithfully pre- 
ſerv'd through the whole Work, and if 
J may venture to judge, the Tranſlation 
comes up to the Spirit of the Original, as 
far as the Difference between the Roman and 
Engliſh Languages will allow of. 

I ſhall ſay nothing farther of him in the 

uality of a Poet, ſince this Tranſlation, 
and his other Works, will ſufficiently juſtify 
his Title to it. As to his Perſon, it was 
graceful and well made, his Face regular 
and of a manly Beauty. As his Soul was 
well lodg'd, ſo its rational and animal 
Faculties excell'd in a high degree. He 
had a quick and fruitful Invention, a deep 
Penetration, and a large Compaſs of 
Thought, with a ſingular Dexterity, and 
Eaſineſs in making his Thoughts to be un- 
derſtood. He was Maſter of moſt Parts 
of polite Learning, eſpecially the Claſſical 
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the French, Italian and Spaniſh Languages, 
and ſpoke the firſt * pa on — 
-1ade two tolerably well. | 
He had likewiſe read moſt of the Greek 
and Roman Hiſtories in their original Lan- 
guages, and moſt that are writ in Engliſb, 
[talian, and Spaniſh. He had a good Taſte 
in Philoſophy, and having a firm Impreſſion 
of Religion upon his Mind, he took great 
delight in Divinity and Eccleſiaſtical Hiſ- 
tory, in both which he made great Ad- 
ances in the times he retired into the Coun- 
ry, which were frequent. He expreſt on all 
occaſions his full Perſuaſion of the Truth 
pf Reveal'd Religion, and being a ſincere 
Member of the Eſtabliſh'd Church himſelf, 
he pitied, but condemn'd not, thoſe that 
diſſented from it. He abhorr'd the Prin- 
iple of perſecuting Men upon the account 
ff their Opinions in Religion; and being 
ſtrict in his own, he took it not upon him 
Heſſe cenſure thoſe of another Perſuaſion, 
a deep His Converſation was pleaſant, witty, and 
* earned, without the leaſt Tincture of 
Affectation or Pedantry, and his inimitable 
be un- Hanner of diverting and enlivening the 
Parts Company, made it impoſſible for any one 
laſſicalbꝰ be out of humor when he was in it. 
rſtood Envy and Detraction ſeem'd to be entirely 
the Pereign to his Conſtitution: And whatever 
Pro- 
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xxii The LINE of 
Provocations he met with at any time, he 
paſt them over without the leaſt Thought 
of Reſentment or Revenge. As Homer had 
a Zoilus, fo Mr. Rowe had ſometimes his: 
For there were not wanting malevolent 
People and Pretenders to Foetry too, that 
would now and then bark at his beſt 
Performances; but he was ſo much con- 
ſcious of his own Genius, and had ſo much 
Good-nature as to forgive them, nor could 
he ever be tempted to return them an 
Anſwer. | 

The Love of Learning and Poetry 
made him not the leſs fit for Buſineſs, 
and no body apply'd himſelf cloſer to it, 
when it requir'd his Attendance. The 
late Duke of Qucensbury, when he was Se- 
cretary of State, made him his Secretary 
for public Affairs; and when that truly 
Great Man came to know him well, he was 
never fo pleas'd as when Mr. Rowe was in 
his Company. After the Duke's Death, 
all Avenues were ſtop'd to his Preferment; 
and during the reſt of that Reign, he paſt 


his time with the Muſes and Hiz Books, 
and ſometimes the Converſation of his 
Friends. : 

Upon the King's Acceſſion to the 
Throne, his Merit was taken notice of. 
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the Cuſtoms, and made him Poet Laureat ; 

he the Prince of Wales conferr'd on him the 
ht place of Clerk of his Counci!; and the Lord 
ad Parker, Lord Chancellor, made him his 
15: Secretary for the Preſentations, the very Day 
ent Ihe receiv'd the Seals, and without his ask- 
hat Bing it. He was much loy'd and cheriſh'd 
est by the latter: And it was no wonder that 
On- one of his Endowments was in favor with 
hat Noble Perſon, who, together with a 
uld profound Knowledge in the Law, worthy 
an ot his high Station, has adorn'd his Mind 


earning. When he had juſt got to be 
aſy in his Fortune, and was in a fair way 
0 make it better, Death ſwept him away, 
ind in him depriv'd the World of one of 


s Se- ſhe beſt Men, as well as one of the beſt 
etary Peniuſes of the Age. He dy'd like a 
truly Nbriſtian and a Philoſopher, in Charity with all 
e Was Mankind, and with an abſolute Reſignation 
as in p the Will of God. He kept up his good 
heath, Humor to the laſt, and took leave of his 


ment; Hife and Friends, immediately before his 
ſt Agony, with the ſame Tranquillity of 
„lind, and the ſame Indifference for Life, 
f his Pcho' he had been upon taking but a ſhort 

burney. He was twice married, firſt to a 
o the Baughter of Mr. Parſons, one of the Audi- 
e Of. Its of the Revenue, and afterwards to a 
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Daughter of Mr. Deveniſh of a go, 
Family in Dorſelſbire: By the firſt he had N 5 
Son, and by the ſecond a Daughter, botlff =* 
yet living. He died the ſixth of Decemb: 
1718, in the 45th Year of his Age, an 
was bury'd the nineteenth of the ſam 
Month in Wetminſter- Abby, in the Iſle whe 
many of our Engliſh Poets are interr' 
overagainſt Chaucer, his Body being at 
tended by a ſelect Number of his Friend 
and the Dean and Choir officiating 
the Funeral. 
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| Ov1ip. Metam. lib. . 
Vane Ligur, fruſtraque animis elate ſuperbis, 
Nequicquam tentaſii lubricus artes, 


Adwventt qui veſtra dies muliebribus armis 
Verba redargueret. Via. En. lib. 11 
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To the Right Honorable the 


ARLof FERSEY, 
Lord Chamberlain of His MajesTyY's 
Houſhold, Ec. 


*. E FR Ds 
F any thing may atone for the Li- 
> berty I take in offering this Trifle 
to your Lordſhip, it is, that I will 
ngage not to be guilty of the common 
ice of Dedications, nor pretend to give 
ne World an Account of the many good 
Walities they ought to admire in your 
ordſhip. I hope I may reckon on it 
$ ſome little Piece of Merit, in an Age 
here there are ſo many People write Pane- 
ricks, and ſo few deſerve em. I am ſure 

„„ you 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

you ought not to fit for your Picture, to fo icſelf, 
ill a Hand as mine. Men of your Lord-qau mu 
ſhip's Figure and Station, tho' uſeful and Repre 
ornamental to the Age they live in, are yet" Et 
reſerved for the Labors of the Hiſtorian, and that 1 
the Entertainment of Poſterity; nor ought add : 

to be aſpers'd with ſuch Pieces of Flattery reaſon 
while living, as may render the true Hiſtorſf ar f 
ſuſpected to thoſe that come after. That maim 
which ſhould take up all my Care at preſent, Fable 
is moſt humbly to beg your Lordſhip's Par P 
don for importuning you on this account; intrica 
for imagining that your Lordſhip (who: ration, 
Hours are all dedicated to the beſt and mond th 
important Uſes) can have any Leiſure fo to be 
this Piece of Poetry. I beg, my Lord, tha an) 
you will receive it, as it was meant, a Mal mitte 
of my entire Reſpect and Veneration. it may 
I hope it may be ſome Advantage to me * 40-1 
that the Town has not received this Pla“ Mc 
ill. To have depended merely upon you de a: 
Lordſhip's Good-nature, and have offer ſnip's. 
ſomething without any degree of Merit lo triv 
would have been an unpardonable Faul in the ] 


eſpecially to ſo good a Judge. The P. Audier 


itſel 


. ; 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

to ſolitſelf, as I preſent it to your Lordſhip, is 
Lords much more perfect Poem than it is in the 
andi Repreſentation on the Stage. I was led into 
re yetfan Error in the writing of it, by thinking 
n, and that it would be eaſier to retrench than to 
add: but when Iwas at laſt neceſſitated, by 
reaſon of the extreme Length, to cut of 
near ſix hundred Lines, I found that it was 

Thalmaim'd by it to a great diſadvantage. The 
reſent Fable (which has no manner of Relation to 
s Par any part of true Hiſtory) was left dark and 
ount Uintricate, for want of a great part of the Nar- 
(whoſ: ration, which was left out in the firſt Scene ; 
d moflend the Chain and Connexion, which ought 
ure follto be in the Dialogue, was interrupted in 
d, tha many other Places. But ſince what was 
\ Mail omitted in the Acting 1s now kept in, I hope 

| it may indifferently entertain your Lordſhip 
at an unbending Hour. The Faults which 
are moſt generally found (and which I could 
on you be very proud of {ſubmitting to your Lord- 
0 ſhip's Judgment, if you can have leiſure for 

Meri trivial a Cauſe) are, that the Cataſtrophe 
Faulllin the Fifth Act is barbarous, and ſhocks the 
he Pl Audience. Some People, whoſe Judgment 
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of the Play; that beſides the Satisfactio 


The Epiſtle Deaicatory. 


T ought to have a deference for, have tole evera 


me, that they wiſh'd I had given the latte 


part of the Story quite another turn; tha 


Artamerres and Ameſtris ought to have bee 
preſerv'd, and made happy in the Concluſio 


which the Spectators would have had to hav 
feen two virtuous (or at leaſt innocent) Cha 
racters rewarded and ſucceſsful, there might 
have been alſo a more noble and inſtructive 
Moral drawn that way. I muſt confeſs, i 
this be an Error (as perhaps it may) it is 
voluntary one, and an Error of my Judg 
ment: Since in the writing I actually mad: 
ſuch a ſort of an Objection to myſelf, and 
choſe to wind up the Story this way. Tra 
gedies have been allowed, I know, to be 
written both ways very beautifully: But ſinc 
Terror and Pity are laid down for the End: 
of Tragedy by the great Maſter and Fathet 
of Criticiſm, I was always inclined to fanc 
that the laſt and remaining Impreſſions 
which ought to be left on the Minds of a 
Audience, ſhould proceed from one of thek 
two. They ſhould be ſtruck with Terror! 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ve toldſeveral parts of the Play, but always con- 
lude and go away with Pity; a ſort of Regret 
broceeding from Good-nature, which tho? an 
Uneaſineſs, is not altogether diſagreeable to 
the Perſon who feels it. It was this Paſſion 
factiofthat the famous Mr. Otway ſucceeded ſo well 
to havin touching, and muſt and will at all times 
t) Chalaffect People, who have any Tenderneſs or 
> migh{Humanity. If therefore I had ſav'd Ar- 
ructivQtaxerxes and Ameſtris, I believe (with ſub- 


e latte 
1 3 tha 
e bee 
cluſio 


eſs, if miſſion to my Judges) I had deſtroy'd the 2 
it is Igreateſt occaſion for Compaſſion in the whole 


JudgJPlay. Any body may perceive, that ſhe is 
7 madgjrais'd to ſome degrees of Happineſs, by 
f, and hearing that her Father and Huſband are 

Trafliving (whom ſhe had ſuppos'd dead) and 

to bby ſeeing the Enemy and Proſecutor of her 
it ſine Family dying at her Feet, purpoſely, that 
e Endgthe turn of her Death may be more ſur- 
Fatheprifing and pitiful. As for that part of the 
> fancy} Objection, which ſays, that innocent Perſons 
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ceſs and general Approbation, which many 
f theſſi of the beſt Tragedies that have been writ, 
rrori and which were built on that Foundation, 

ſeve have 


ought not to be ſhewn unfortunate; the Suc- 
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The E>iftle Dedicatory. 
have met with, will be a ſufficient Anſwer 
for me. | Wo 
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is, I think, ſtrictly obſery*d; the two prin- 
cipal Contrivers of Evil, the Stateſman and 
Prieft, are puniſh'd with Death ; and the 
Queen is depos'd from her Authority by her 
own Son; which, I ſuppoſe, will be allow'd 5 
as the ſevereſt Mortification that cou'd hap- N. 
: Nicet 
pen to a Woman of her imperious Temper}. 1 ! 
If there can be any Excuſe for my enter- 
taining your Lordſhip with this detail o 
Criticiſms, it is, that J wou'd have this 
firſt Mark of the Honor I have for your 
Lordſhip, appear with as few Faults as 
poſiible. Did not the prevailing Characte 
of your Lordſhip's excellent Humanity and 
Good-nature encourage me, what ought | 
not to fear from the Niceneſs of your Taſtt 
and Judgment? The Delicacy of your Re 
flexions may be very fatal to ſo rough ; 
Draught as this is; but if I will believe (a, 
I am ſure T ought to do) all Men that I hav: 
heard ſpeak of your Lordſhip, they bic 


me hope every thing from your Goodnels 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
This is that, I muſt ſincerely own, which 
made me extremely ambitious of your 
Lordſhip's Patronage for this Piece. I am 
but too ſenſible that there are a multitude 
of Faults in it; bat ſince the Good-nature 
of the Town has cover'd, or not taken 
notice of 'em, I muſt have ſo much Diſ- 
cretion, as not to look with an affected 
Nicety into em myſelf, With all the Faults 
and Imperfections which it may have, I 
muſt own, 1 ſhall be yet very well ſatisfy'd 
with it if it gives me an Opportunity of 


ve this reckoning myſelf from this time, 
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This 


Your LoRDSHIP's moſt obed.ent 


and devoted humble Servant, 


N. Rows, 
B 5 
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5 Aud fe 
Shake 
. Could. 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTO N. Aid ce 
Thoſe « 
2 
F F aying Lowers yet deſerve a Tear, omg 
Fa ſad Story of a Maid's Deſpair N 
Yet move Compaſſion in the pitying Fair ; = »; 
This Day the Poet does his Arts employ, 4 7 
Toe ſoft Acceſſes of your Souls to try. Fu 4 
Nor let the Stoic bi aft bis Mind unmow'd ; 2 
The Brute Philcſopher, aubo ne er has prov'd 7 
The Fry of Lowing or of being Loud; 5.74% 
Il ho ſcorns bis Human Nature to confeſs, 3 


Lud ſericving to be more than Man, is leſs. 

Ner let the Men the aveeping Fair accuſe, 

7 hoſe kind Protectors of the Tragic Muſe, | 
VF hoje tears did moving Otway's Labors crown, 
And made the poor Monimia's Grief their gwwn : 
Thoſe Tears their Art, not Weakneſs, has confeſt, 
Their Grief afprov'd the Niceneſs of their T afte, 
And they avept moſt, becauſe they judg'd the beſt. 
O could this Ages Writers hope to find 

An Audience to Compaſſion thus inclin'd, 

7 he Stage would need no Farce, nor Song, nor Dance, 
Nor Capering Monfieur brought from attive France; 
Clinch and his Organ-Pipe, his Dogs and Bear, 
To native Barnet might again repair, 

Or breathe with Captain Otter Bankſide Air: 
Majeftic Tragedy ſhould once again 

In purple Pomp adorn the Sevelling Scene, 


. 
i — 


GI 
Her Search ſhould ranſack all the Ancients Store, 
The Fortunes of their Lowes and Arms explore, | 
Such as might grieve you, but ſhou'd pleaſe you more. 

What Shakeſpear dur/? not, this bold Age fſhou'd do, 

Aud famous Greek and Latin Beauties fhew : 
Shakeſpear, whoſe Genius to itſelf a Law, 

Could Men in every Height of Nature draw, 
And cofy'd all but Women that he ſaw. 

Thoje ancient Heroines your Concern fhou'd move, 


Their Grief and Anger much, but mcft their Lowe; 


The beſt and faireſt of that Sex were kind, 


For in the Account of every Age wwe find ] 


To Pity afways and ro love inclind. 


Gert, je Fair Ones, whoin Judgment ſit, 

Nur ancient Empire over Love and Wit; 

Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men tabey : 
They'll leave their Tumbling, if you lead the way. 
Be but euhat thoſe before 70 Otway WEre + 

{) evere you but as kind! ave know you are as fair. 
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FFC 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Artaxerxes, Prince of Perſia, Elder 
Son to King Arſaces, by a former F Mr. Verbrugen, 
Aueen. 

Artaban, Son to Arſaces, by Atemiſa, Mr. Booth. 

Memnon, Formerly General to Ar- | 
ſaces, now diſgraced; a Friend to > Mr, Betterton, 
Artaxerxes. 


Mirza, Fir/# Miniſter of State, in 2 Me. 


Intereſi of Artemiſa and Artaban Freeman, 
Magas, Prieft of the Sun, Friend to 1 B 

Mirza and the Queen. r. Bowman, 
Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. . 
ite ; Sos of the Guards te Ty A. Bally. 3 


WOMEN. W 


Artemiſa, Formerly the Wife of Tiri- 


baſus @ Perſian Lord, now married > Mrs, Barry, As 01 
to the King, and Queen of Perſia. ) We ſay 
Armeſtris, Dawghter to Memnon, in Be hap} 
love with, and below'd by Arta- > Mrs. BracegirdleThan k 
xerxes. ED The Re 
Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in loge Struck 1 
abt Artaxerxes, and below'd by > Mrs. Bowman. The ch 
Artaban. | | Wick © 
Beliza, Confident to Cleone. Ars, Martin. back w. 
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man. 3 

* A ROYAL PALACE. 

ily, Þ Enter at ſeveral Doors, MIR Z A and MaGas, 
MIR Z A. | 

HAT bring'ſt thou, Magas? Say, how fares 
the King? 

MAG AS. 

arry. As one, whom when we number with the Living, 


We ſay the moſt we can; tho' ſure it muſt 

Be happier far, to quit a wretched Being, 
cegirdli Than keep it on ſuch Terms: for as I enter d 

The Royal Lodging, an univerſal Horror 

Struck thro' my Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart; 
aw man The chearful Day was every where ſhut out 
With care, and left a more than midnight Darkneſs, 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, 
That feebly lifted up their ſickly Heads, 


Look'd faintly thro' the Shade, and made it ſeem 
More 
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8 1 he Ambitious Slep- ber 


More diſmay by ſuch Light; while thoſe that waitedſry, + N 


In ſolemn Sorrow mix'd with wild Amazement, ' 


Obſerv'd a dreadful Silence. 
MIRZ A. 


MAGAS. 
My Lord, I did: treading with gentle Steps, 


I reach'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 


Of great Arſaces: juſt as I approach'd, 
His drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos'd, 
Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd : 


The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 


Sparkled no more with that majeſtic Fire, 


At which ev'n Kings have trembled ; but had loſt 


Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That ſhew'd me human Nature fall'n ſo low, 
J haſtily retir'd. 
MIRZ A. 
He dies too ſoon; 
And F ate, if poſſible, muſt be delay'd. 
The Thought that labors in my forming Brain, 
Yet crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyſicians given up all their Hopes ? 
Cannot they add a few Days to a Monarch, 
In recompence of thouſand vulgar Fates, 
Which their Drugs daily haſten ? 
MAGA S. 
As I paſt 
The outward Rooms, I found them in Conſult ; 
J ask'd them if their Art was at a ſtand, 


And could not help the King. They ſhook their Heads 


And in moſt grave and ſolemn wite unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but Words 


Didft thou lee him: 
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. waited hat Nature's kindly Warmth was quite extinct, 
nt, Nor could the Breath of Art kindle again 
h' Ethereal Fire. 


oY MIRZ A. | 
um: My Royal Miſtreſs Artemiſa's Fate, 
and all her Son young Artaban's high Hopes, 
, Hang on this lucky Criſis ; ſince this Day 
uns he haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Perſepolis : The yearly Feaſt 


d, Devoted to our glorious God the Sun, 
N Hides their Deſigns under a holy Veil; 
tion, fänd thus Religion is a Mask for Faction. 
ut let their Guardian Genii ſtill be watchful, 
- lot Nor if they chance to nod, my waking Vengeance 


Shall ſurely catch that Moment to deſtroy 'em. 
» | MAGAS. | 

'Tis ſaid the fair Ameſtris, Memmon's Daughter, 
Comes in their Company. 

MIRZ A. 
That fatal Beauty, 

With moſt malignant Influence, has croſt 
My firſt and great Ambition. When my Brother, 
The great Cleander, fell by Memnon's Hand, 
[You know the Story of our Houſes Quarrel) 
] ſought the King for Juſtice on the Murderer ; 
And to confirm my Intereſt in the Court, 

In confidence of mighty Wealth, and Power, 

Along Deſcent from noble Anceltors, 

And ſomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, 

| offer d my Cleone to the Prince, 

Fierce Artaxerxes; he with rude Diſdain, 
r Heads Refus'd the Proſfer; and to grate me m—_—_ 

Publicly own'd his Paſſic n for Zc/?ris 
And in deſpite ev'n of his Father's Juſtice, 
un, was Eſpous'd the Cauſe of Namn. | 
That GA. 
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16 
MA GAS. 
Ev' n from that noted Era, I remember 
You dated all your Service to the — 
Our common Miſtreſs. 
MIRZ 4. 
"Tis true, I did ſo: Nor was it in vain; 
She did me right, and ſatisfy'd my Vengeance: 
Memnon was baniſh'd, and the Prince diſgrac'd, 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time, 
Since I have been admitted to her Council, 
And ſeen her, with unerring Judgment, enide 
The Reins of Empire, I have been amaz d, 
To ſee her more than manly Strength of Soul, 
Cautious in good Succeſs, in bad unſhaken ; 


Still arm'd againſt the uncertain Turns of Chance, 


Untouch'd by any Weakneſs of her Sex, 
Their Superſtition, Pity, or their Fear; 


And is a Woman only in her Cunning. 


What Story tells of great Semiramis, 

Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes, 

Has added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 
MAGAS, 


Bure twas a mark of an uncommon Genius, 


To bend a Soul like that of great Arſaces, 
And charm him to her Sway. 
MIR Z A. 
Certainly Fate 


Or ſomewhat like the Force of Fate was in it; 


And ſtill whene'er Remembrance ſets that Scene 
Before my Eyes, I view it with Amazement. 
M 4G AS. 
I then was young, a Stranger to the Court, 
And only took the Story as reported 


By different Fame; you muſt have known it better, 


MIRZ A. 
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r 
Indeed 1 did, then favour'd by the King, 
And by that means a ſharer in the Secret. 
Twas on a Day of Publick Feſtival, 
hen beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to view 
Behind the Covert of a golden Lattice,) 
he King and Court returning fram the Temple: 
Vhen juſt as by her Stand 4-/aces paſt, 
Ihe Window by deſign or chance fell down, 
And to his view expos'd her bluſhing Beauties, 
She ſeem'd ſurpriz'd, and preſently withdrew 
But ev'n that Moment was an Age in Love: 
o was the Monarch's Heart for Paſſion moulded, 
So apt to take at firſt the ſoft Impreſſion. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the Evil 
Already paſt a Remedy, and vainly 
rg'd the Reſentment of her injur'd Lord: 
His Love was deaf to all. 
MAGAS. 
Was Tiribaſus abſent ? 
MIRZ A. 
He was then General of the Horſe, 
Under old Memnon in the Median War. 
But if that diſtant View ſo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my Means, 
He view'd her Beauties nearer; when each Action, 
And every graceful Sound conſpir'd to charm him: 
Joy of her Conqueſt, and the Hopes of Greatnefs, 
Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and made her ſeem 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In ſhort, 
After ſome faint Reſiſtance, like a Bride 
That ſtrives a while, tho' eager for the Bliſs, 
The furious King enjoy'd her: 
And to ſecure their Joys, a Snare was laid 
For her unthinking Lord, in which he fell 


Before 
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Before the Fame of this could reach his Ears. 
Since that, ſhe till has by ſucceſsful Arts 
Maintain'd that Pow'r, which firſt her Beauty gain'd 
e 
With deepeſt Foreſight, wiſely has ſhe laid „ 
A ſure Foundation for the future Greatneſs 1 1 
Of 4r:iaban, her only darling Son. left h 
Each buſy Thought, that rolls within her Breaſt, More (a 
Labors for him: The King, when firſt he ſicken d, ver fill 
Declar'd he ſhou'd ſucceed him in the Throne. een 
. R Z A. , EWhence 
That was a Point well gain d; nor were the Elderſhiny... fond 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of Fears, | 
If Memnon's Intereſt did not prop his Cauſe. 
Since then they ſtand ſecur'd, by being join'd, 
From reach of open Force, it were a Maſter-piece 
Worthy a thinking Head, to ſow Diviſion 
And Seeds of Jealouſy, to looſe thoſe Bonds, 


nd fa 


Bias wa 


'Twas | 
Theſe o 
Dull he 
In mere 


Which knit and hold 'em up; that ſo divided, Chats wh 
With eaſe they might be ruin'd. Who, fit 

| MAG AS. No furt] 
That's a Difficulty next to impoſſible. Like the 


MIRZ A. 
Ceaſe to thiak ſo. 


The Wiſe and Active conquer Difficulties, 

By daring to attempt em: Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and ſhrink at fight of Toil and Hazard, 
And make th' Impoſſibility they fear: 

Ev'n Memnon's Temper ſeems to give th' occaſion; 


dpeak w 
Thy Fu: 


is Cau 


Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge; Tell h 
Tho' bold, yet wants that Faculty of thinking, That ev' 
That ſhould dire& his Anger. Valiant Fools Forget tl 
Were made by Nature for the Wiſe to work with; At mort: 


They are their Tools, and tis the Sport of State{mena oratefi 


When Heroes knock their Knotty Heads Os. 
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nd fall by one another, 
M4GAS. 
What you've ſaid, 
las wak'd a Thought in me which may be lucky; 
fre he was baniſh'd for your Brother's Murder, 
There was a Friendſhip 'twixt us; and tho' then 
] left his barren Soil to root myſelf 
More fafely under your auſpicious Shade, 
Yet ſtill pretending Ties of ancient Love, 
At his Arrival here I'll viſit him: 
Wpence this Advantage may at leaſt be made, 
Iderſiſſſ ro ford his ſhallow Soul. | 
MIR Z A. 
Oh much, much more; 
Twas happily remember d: nothing gulls 
Theſe open unſuſpecting Fools, like Friendſhip : 
Dull heavy Things! Whom Nature has left honeſt 
In mere Frugality, to ſave the Charge 
She's at in ſetting out a thinking Soul : 
Who, ſince their own ſhort Underſtandings reach 
No further than the preſent, think even the Wiſe, 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, 
Speak what they think, and tell Tales of themſelves, 
hy Function too will varniſh o'er our Arts, 
Aud ſanctify Diſſembling. 
MA GA. 
Yet ſtill I doubt, 
is Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare. 
MIRZ A. 
Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the Fraud, 
Ng, That ev'n I wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that Cauſe of Hate, which long has held us 
with; At mortal diſtance, give up my Revenge, 
tate ſmen A grateful Of ring to the public Peace, 
ether, 
At 


gain d 


diece 


MAGAS, 
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MA GAS. 
Could you afford him ſuch a Bribe as that, 
A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd ? 


M1RZM4 Be h 
No, Magas, Be conſ 
It is not in the Power of Fate to raze The po 
That Thought from out my Memory: Diſdain 
Eternal Night, *tis true, may caſt a Shade ly Wa 
On all my Faculties, extingaiſn Knowledge, Ey who 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceaſe Thoſe « 
Eut whilſt I am, that ever will remain, 1 feel, : 
And in my lateſt Spirits ſtill ſurvive. That bi 
Yet J would have thee promiſe that, and more; Is only 
Ihe Friendſhip of the Queen, the Reſtitution Thy ha 
Of his Command, and Honors, that his Daughter And ſhy 
Shall be the Bride of Artalau; ſay any thing: To an k 
Thou know'ſt the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oath since ” 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at 'em. "Vis you 
M4 GA. : Me for 
Doubt not my Zeal to ſerve our Royal Miſtreſs, To ſuch 
And in her Intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. rherefo 
MIRGS# 2 | I ſhook. 
My worthy Prieſt ! ſtill be my Friend and ſhare Which 
The utmot of my Pow'r; by Greatneſs rais d, Where 5: 
[ Embracing Pow'r g 
Thou, like the God thou ſerv'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, Ha! M; 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. 
But ſee ! the Queen appears ; ſhe ſeems to muſe, 60 buſy 
Her thoughtful Soul labors with ſome Event 
Of high import, which buſtles like an Embryo The " 
In its dark m—— w_ longs to be diſclos d. + FUE 
etire, leſt we diſturb her. And lik 
* [They retire te the ſide of the Slag! "ing 
Unbidde 


Et! 
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Enter the QUEEN attended. 


QUEEN. 
Be fx'd, my Soul, fix'd on thy own firm Baſis ! 

Be conſtant to thyſelf; nor know the Weakneſs, 

ihe poor Irreſolution of my Sex: 

Diſdain thoſe ſhews of Danger, that would bar 

ly Way to Glory. Ye diviner Pow'rs ! 

By whom tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright Beings 
; Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay; 

feel, and I confeſs th'Ethereal Energy, 
That buſy reſtleſs Principle, whoſe Appetite 
Is only pleas'd with Greatneſs like your own : 
Vhy have you clogg'd it then with this dull Maſs, 


» 
» 


hter nd ſhut it up in Woman? Why debas'd it 
: To an inferior Part of the Creation ? 
r OatiWSince your own heavenly Hands miſtook my Lot, 

"Tis you have err'd, not I. Could Fate e' er mean 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to T :riba/us ! 
freis, Iro ſuch a Thing as he! a Wretch! a Husband! 
tron. Wherefore in juſt Aſſertion of myſelf, 

| [ hook him off, and paſs'd thoſe narrow Limits, 

ſhare Wwhich Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great. 
. Where is not, muſt not be a Bound for Greatneſs; 
mbraci Pow'r gives a Sanction, and makes all things juſt, 
loft, Ha! Mirza! Worthy Lord ! I ſaw thee not, 
1d. [Seeing Mirza. 
uſe, | 


So buſy were my Faculties in Thought. 
; MIR Z. A. 


ans The Thoughts of Princes dwell in ſacred Privacy, 
Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar ; [ Boxwing. 

: And like a Temple's innermoſt Receſſes, 

the Stag! 


None enters to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 
Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 


Et 


2UEEN. 
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Wiſe Mirza ! were 7 my Soul a Temple, fit 2 


For Gods and Godlike Counſels to inhabit, | 2 
Thee only would J chuſe of all Mankind, Her Cl 
To be the Prieſt, ſtill favor'd with Acceſs; nad t 
Whoſe piercing Wit, ſway'd by unnerring Judgment, She fe 
Might mingle even with aſſembled Gods, Por by: 
When they deviſe unchangeable Decrees, gits 7 
And call em Fate. Till wit 
MIRZ 4. 

Whate er I am, each Faculty, It is 1 

The utmoſt Power of my exerted Soul, That ot 


Preſerves a Being only for your Service ; 
And whert I am not yours, I am no more. "EP 
; | QUE E N. My Son 
Time ſhall notknow an End of myAcknowledgment;; Ac ſhall 
But every Day of our continu'd Lives Like De 
Be witneſs of my Gratitude, to draw dend 8 
The Knot, which holds our common Intereſt, cloſer: Nor cea. 
Within fix Days, my Son, my Artaban, o gran 
Equally dear to me as Life and Glory, 
In public ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, 
And be my Pledge of everlaſting Amity. 
MIR Z A. | 
O Royal Lady! you outbid my Service; 
And all Returns are vile, but Words the pooreſt. 
DUFE-N.; 
Enough! be, as thou haſt been, ſtill my Friend, 
T ask no more. But I obſerve of late, 
Your Daughter grows a Stranger to the Court ; 
Know you the Cauſe ? 
MIRZ A. 
A melancholy Girl; 
Such in her Infancy her Temper was, 
Soft even beyond her Sex” s Tenderneſs ; 
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By Nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 
For the Miſhaps of others, and ſo make 
The Sorrows of the wretched World her own: 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 
Except when (only by ſome Maid attended) 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, 
[Or by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brook 
Sits ſadly liſtning to a Tale of Sorrow, 
Till with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow Stream, 
DUEEN. 
It is not well, theſe Thoughts muſt be remov'd ; 
That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 
Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty: 
But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of Sadneſs; 
My Son ſhall breathe ſo warm a Gale of Sighs, 
As ſhall deſolve thoſe Ificles that hang 
Like Death about her Heart. 
\ttend us, holy Magas, to the King, 
ſor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods 
o grant him Health, tho' much I fear in vain. 
Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendants. 


gment, 


ments, ; 


cloſer; 


Manet MIR Z A. 


This meddling Prieſt longs to be found a Fool: 


|. Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 
Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his Soothing ? 
Friend, Wiowe'er I gave his wiſe Propoſal way, 

ay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow Fraud 
rt; ill ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 


ind make him firmly mine, ſpite of his Fears, 

ind natural Inconſtancy. 

hile Choice remains, he will be ſtill unſteddy, 

and nothing but Neceſlity can fix him. [ Ext?. 


By Enter 
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Enter ARTAXERXBs, MEMNON, and Attendanti, 


ARTAXERXES. 

Methinks, my.noble Father and my F Friend, 
We enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for ; 
Each buſy Face we meet, with Wonder ſtarts, 
And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us, 

MEMNON. 

Well may th' ignoble Herd 
Start, if with heedleſs Steps they unawares 
Tread on the Lion's Walk: a Prince's Genius 
Awes with ſuperior Greatneſs all beneath him, 
With Wonder they behold the Great Arſaces 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 
Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conquelf 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, 
And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his T riumpM 
Now baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women, 
They ſtart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurpriz'd, 
As if a God had met em. In Honor's Name, 


Why have we let this be? why have we languiſh'sM 


And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as this 
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To waſte our Strength, and wear our Empire low? 4 


ART AXERXES. 
Curſe be the Means by which theſe IIls aroſe, 

Fatal alike to me as to my Country ; 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 
Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 
Cut off by Arts of coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 
(Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court,) 
From the great Right which God and Nature gave, 
My Birthright to a Throne. 


MEMNO N. | 
Nor Prieſts, nor State 4 
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ET ould have compleated ſuch an Ill as that, 

dani, If Women had not mingled in the Miſchief ; 

F Aeiemiſa had not by her Charms, 


nd all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 
ld, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatneſs, 


bs ; Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Gut crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 
*R Burden to himſelf, and his Friends Pity, 
L Among his other Failings, to forget 
1 Al that a Father and a King could owe 
o ſuch a Son as you to cut you off 
From your Succeſſion, from your Hopes of Empire, 
And graft her upſtart Offspring on to Royalty. 
3 ARTAXERXNES. 
Bat if I bear it, 
of may I live to be my Brother's Slave, 
Py he Scorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my Cauſe ; 
rms 5, Hay you, my Father, ſpurn me for a Coward, 
men, ay all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory 
Leave me to vile Deſpair. By Heav'n, my Heart 
: Sits lighter in my Boſom, when I think 
= That I this Day ſhall meet the Boy my Brother, 
hoſe young Ambition with aſpiring Wings 
- low! if 7 ares ev'n to mate my Greatneſs. 
| 15 ME MN ON. 
oſe, Fame, that ſpeaks 
| Minutely every Circumſtance of Princes, 
Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of Power, 
- hich ev'n in ſpite of Nature he affects; 
men, Impatient of Command, and hardly deigning 
To be controul'd by his imperious Mother. 
art. is ſaid too (as no Means were left untry'd, 
* Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
ith a ſuperior Right of Birth and Merit) 
carefil That Books, and the politer Arts (which thoſe 


For. C Who 
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Who know admire) have been his Care; already 
He mingles in their Councils, and they truſt 

His Youth with Secrets of important Villany. | 
The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire him, | Ther 


heſe 4 


or eve 


Stile him a God in Wiſdom. Into yc 
ARTAXERXES. Lgranes 

Be that his Glory: Thoſe w 
Let him with Pedants hunt for Praiſe in Books, will re 


Pore out his Life amongſt the lazy Gown- men, 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancy'd Knowledge, 


Unequal to the Taſk of vaſt Ambition : Come 
Ambition! the Deſire of active Souls, From all 
That puſhes em beyond the Bounds of Nature, Pe ſafe: 
And elevates the Hero to the Gods. | hat ha! 


But ſee! my Love, your beauteous Daughter comes, 
And ev'n Ambition fickens at her Sight. 


f from ] 
Enter AMESTRI $ attended. fear to 
Revenge, and fierce Deſires of Glory, ceaſe a 
To urge my Paſſions, maſter'd by her Eyes; 1 2 
And only gentle Fires now warm my Breaſt, % Wis 
. 

I come, my Father, to attend your Order. 
| | {To Memnoy Ceaſe 
MEMNON. hut what 
"Tis well; and I would have thee ſtill be near me et me in 
The Malice of the Faction which I hate, 0 warm 
Would vent itſelf ev'n on thy Innocence, imperial | 
Wert thou not ſafe under a Father's Care. ind ſue f 
ARTAXERXNES. ind by A, 
Oh ſay a Lover's too; nor can you have he Thro 


An Intereſt in her Safety more than mine. 
Love gives a Right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; Vain S! 
Or Love is Nature in the nobleſt Meaning, 
The Cauſe and the Preſerver of the World. 


Ih! Princ 


With huml 
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heſe Arms, that long to preſs thee to my Boſom, 
5 'or ever ſhall defend thee. 
MEMNON, 

Therefore, my Son, 

nto your Care I leave our common Charge ; 
Tigranes with our Friends expects my Orders: 
Thoſe when I have diſpatch'd, upon the Inſtant 
| will return, and meet at your Apartment. 

| [Exit Memnon. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

Come to my Arms, and let me hide thee there 
From all thoſe Fears that vex thy beating Heart; 
re, Ne fafe and free from all thoſe fancy'd Dangers, 

hat haunt thy Apprehenſion. 
comes, AMESTRIS. 

Can you blame me, 
from Retirement drawn, and pleaſing Solitude, 
fear to tempt this ſtormy Sea the World, 
hoſe ev'ry Beach is ſtrew'd with Wrecks of Wretches 
hat daily periſh in it? Curſt Ambition! 
hy doſt thou come to trouble my Repoſe, 
ho have ev'n from my Infancy diſclaim'd thee? 

ARTAXERXNES. ; 
Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let no Thought, 
ut what brings Peace and Joy, approach thy Breaſt. 
et me impart my manly Fires to thee, 
o warm thy Fancy to a Taſte of Glory; 
Imperial Power and purple Greatneſs wait thee, 
ind ſue for thy Acceptance : by the Sun, | 
ind by Arſaces Head, I will not mount 
he Throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 
AMESTRIS. | 

Vain Shews of Happineſs ! Deceitful Pageantry ! 
\l! Prince, hadſt thou but known the Joys that dwell 

"ith humbler Fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe thy Royalty. 


Memnot 


near me. 
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Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 
Where only bleſt with Life's Neceſſities, 
We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days, For all 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring; 

There no Step-Mother, no ambitious Brother, 

No wicked Stateſman, would with impioas Arts 
Have ſtrove to wreſt from us our ſmall Inheritance, 
Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds to noiſy Faction: 

Our Nights had all been bleſt with balmy Slumbers, 
And all our waking Hours been crown'd with Love. 


ARTAXERXNES. 

Exquiſite Charmer! now by Oro/maats, 
I ſwear, thy each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 
The Joy of Conqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 
Honor and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero 
To high Exploits, and everlaſting Fame, 
Grows vile in ſight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory, 
Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my 4me/tris. 


AMESTRIS. 

No, Son of great Arſaces, tho' my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs, and would fly 
From Noiſe and Faction, and from fatal Greatneſs ; 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my Heart, 

(Nor will I bluſh to own the ſacred Flame, 
Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my Breaſt) 
For thy lov'd fake, ſpite of my boding Fears, 
Il meet the Danger which Ambition brings, 
And tread one Path with thee : Nor ſhalt thou loſe 
The glorious Portion which thy Fate deſigns thee, 
For thy Ameſiris' Fears. 
ARTAXERAES. 
Give me thoſe Fears; 
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'S, For all things will be well. 
bring; q MEST RIS. 
Grant it, ye Powers: 

This Day before your Altars will I kneel, 
Where all my Vows ſhall for my Prince be offer d; 
Still let Succeſs attend him, let Mankind 
\dore in him your viſible Divinity; 
Nor will J importune you for myſelf, 
But ſum up all I aſk in Artaxerxes. 

AFRTAXERXES:. 
And doubt not but the Gods will kindly hear 
heir Virgin Votary, and grant her Pray'r; 
Dur glorious Sun, the Sourſe of Light and Heat, 
Vhoſe Influence chears the World he did create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian Skies, 


rts 
NCC, 


nbers, 
Love. 


ul, ind own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes ; 
hy Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay, 

Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the World with Day. 
uy [ Exeunt. 
neſs; 
aſt 
u loſe 
thee, 
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ACT IL RENE IL 


An APARTMENT of the PAL ac} 


Enter MEMNON and MAGA S, 


MEMNON. 
HOSE who are wiſe in Courts, my holy Sir, 


Nor ſeek the Ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Left there ſhould be Contagion in Misfortunes, 
And make th' Alliance fatal. 
MA GAS. 

Friends like Memnon 
Are worth being ſought in Danger : Since this Age, 
Of moſt flagitious Note, degenerates 
From the fam'd Virtue of our Anceſtors, 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for Friendſhips but thoſe few, 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe Breaſts alone 
The Footſteps of loſt Virtue yet remain? 

MEMNON. 
I pry thee Peace; for nothing miſbecomes 

The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flatten 
Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of baſe diſſembling, 
And only us'd te catch the groſſeſt Fools: 
Beſides, it ſtains the Honor of thy Function, 
Which, like the Gods thou ſerv'ſt, ſhould be fincere. 
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NA GAC. 
By that Sincerity, by all the Service 


31 


| My Friendſhip can expreſs, I would approve it ; 


And tho" I went not from Per/epolis 


Companion of your Exile, yet my Heart 


as with you ſtill; and what I could I did, 
Beſeeching ev'ry God for your Return : 
Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once again, 


Tis giv'n me to behold my Friend; nay more, 
Would you agree, to keep you here for ever. 


NE MN ON. 


The Gods, tis true, are juſt, and have, I hope, 
At length decreed an end to my Misfortunes; 

At leaſt they give me this, to die with Honor, 
When Life grows vile or burdenſome, 


NA GAS. 


By me they offer all that you can aſk, 
And point an eaſy way to Happineſs. 
Spare them the Wounds our wretched Country fears, 
The thouſand IIls which Civil Diſcord brings. 
Oh ſtill that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms 


Frighten Repoſe from Country Villages, 


And ftir rude Tumult up, and wild DiſtraQion 


In all our peaceful Cities. 


MEMNON. 
Witneſs for me, Y 


Ye awſul Gods, who view our inmoſt Thoughts 


[took not Arms, till urg'd by Self-defence, 

The cldeft Law of Nature. 

Impute not then thoſe Ills that may enſue 

To me, but thoſe who with inceſſant Hate 

Purſue my Life, whoſe Malice ſpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabric 

May in the univerſal Ruin burn, 


© 4 NA GAS. 
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M 4 GAS. 
And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge teo raſhly, 
Impetuous Paſſion hurries you ſo faſt, 


You cannot mark th'Advantage of your Fortune. 
MEMNON. 
Has not the Law been urg'd to ſet a Brand 
Of foul Diſhonor on my hoary Head ? 
Ha ! am I not proſcrib'd ? 
MAGAS. 
: Forget that Thought, 
That jarring grates your Soul, and turns the Harmon 
Of bleſſed N to curſt infernal Diſcord. 
Hate and its fatal Cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, 
And Memnon's Name be honor'd as of old, 
The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful Warrior, 
The fortunate Defender of his Country. 
ME MMO N. 
Tis true (nor will it ſeem a Boaſt to own) 
J have fought well for Pera, and repay'd 
The Benefit of Birth with honeft Service; 
Full fiſty Years harneſs'd in ragged Steel, 
J have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 
And the ſeverer Heats of parching Summer: 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches 
Amidit a Crew of Harlots and ſoft Eunuchs, 
Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury : 
This is a Juſtice Mirza's Self muſt do me. 
M4 GA. 
Even he, tho' fatal Accidents have ſet 
A moſt unhappy Bar between your Friendſhip, 
Lamenting that there had been Cauſe of Enmity, 
And owning all the Merit of your Virtues, 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd you Friends. 
ME MN O N. 
Our God, the Sun, ſhall ſooner change his Courſe, 
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and all th'Impoſſibilities, which Poets 
aſhly, Nount to extravagance of looſe Deſcription, 
hall ſooner be. 
:  MAGAS, 
Yet hear me, noble Memnon: 
When by the Duty of my Priefthood mov'd, 
And in juſt Deteſtation of the Miſchiefs 
nteſtine Jars produce, I urg'd wiſe Mirz a, 
3y his Concurrence, Help and healing Counſel, 
o ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his Country bleeds ; 
riev'd at the Thought, he vow'd his whole Endeavor 
Should be to cloſe thoſe Breaches : 
hat ev'n Cleander's Death, and all thoſe Quarrels 
That long have nouriſh'd Hatred in your Houſes, 
ould be in Joy of public Peace forgotten. 
MEMNON, 
Ch could'ſt thou charm the Malice of a Stateſman, 
ind make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 
hy Preaching might reform the guilty World, 
ind Vice would be no more. 
MA GA. 
Nay, ev'n the Queen 
il bind the Confirmation by her Son, 
\nd asks the fair Aneſtris for Prince Artaban. 
MEMNON. 
Were that the only Terms, it were impoſſible. 
AG As. 
You wou'd not ſhun th' Alliance of a Prince? 
MEM NON. 
No, for it is the Glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is deſign'd my Son, 
With every Grace and Royal Virtue crown'd; 
Tat, juſt, and merciful, ſuch as Mankind 
[When in the Infant World firſt Governments 
began by —— would have deſign'd a King. 
S5 AAG As., 


ht, 
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hat 


NA GAS. a 
Unbounded Pow'r, and Height of Greatneſs gu Could 
To Kings that Luſtre, which we think divine; oe 
The Wiſe, who know 'em, know they are but M nd ſt 
Nay ſometimes weak ones too: the Crowd indeed, Pen 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 5 
Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. 


Reaſor 


The Name of Artaban will be as great 5 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſſeſs ma 
(As {ure as he ſhall) his Throne. * Sons 
E MN ON. ere 
| Ha! What means The In 
This Villain Prieſt! But hold my Rage a little, Poyal - 
Againſt 


And learn Diſſimulation: Ill try him further. [4/8 
You talk in Riddles, when you name a Throne, 


And Artaban; the Gods who portion out 'T _ 
The Lots of Princes as of private Men, gs 
Have put a Bar between his Hopes and Empire. 1 1 mn 
MAGAS. 133 

What Bar? 8 1 Require 
 _MEMNON. And ch 
The beſt, an elder Brother's Claim. In Rank 
MAGAS Horror 

That's eaſily remov'd; the King their Father, 
On juſt and weighty Reaſons, has decreed : You t 
His Scepter to the Vounger; add to this, ; My Frie 
The joint Concurrence of our Perſan Lords, ; Would! 
Who only want your Voice to make it firm. 1 And in 
MEMNON. _T Loads n 

Can 1, can they, can any honeſt Hand, i 
Join in an Act like this? is not the Elder Away 
By Nacure pointed out for Preference? ) hond 
Is not his Right inroll'd among thoſe Laws How ha 
Which keeps the World's vaſt Frame in beauteousOr dei 8 [ 
nd tra 


Ask thoſe thou nam'ſt but now, what made them 2 
Wha 
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What Titles had they had, if Merit only 

neſs vin 1 ould have conferr'd a Right, if Nature had not 
ne; [trove hard to thruſt the worſt-deſerving firſt, 

but . And ſtamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip 

ndeed, , pon their baſer Metal? 


M4GAS. 


5 Sure there may be 
Peaſons of ſo much Pow'r and cogent Force, 
As may ev'n ſet aſide this Right of Birth; 
. If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have 'em too. 
| © Twere an invidious Task to enter into 
ed Erne Inſolence, and other Faults which mov d 
he Royal Arſaces to a juſt Diſpleaſure 
g f 40 Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes. 
*. "I „ MEMNON. 
one, i Ha! dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
Jo brand the ſpotleſs Virtue of my Prince | 
: With Falſhood of moſt baſe and damn'd Contrivance. 
PIC. I tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt Gods 
Require ſevere Account of thy paſt Life, 
And charge Remembrance to diſpoſe thy Crimes, 
In Rank and hideous Order to thy View, 
Horror and Guilt of Soul would make thee mad. 
E NA G AS. 
Fou take the Matter farther than I meant it: 
My Friendſhip only aims at your Advantage, 
Would point you out a way to Peace and Honor, 
And in return of this, your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. 
| MEMNONMN. 
Away! I cannot bear thy baſe Diſſembling, 
| My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy Friendſhip. 
How haſt thou dar'd to think ſo vilely of me, 
[That I would condeſcend to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for a Prince's Ruin? 


usOrde 


m Lord? 
Wha 
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A Prince the Joy and Honor of Mankind, 
As much ſuperior to the reft of Kings, b— 
As they themſelves are above common Men ; 
And is the very Image of the Gods. 
Wer't thou not privileg'd like Age and Women, 
My Sword ſhould reach thee, and revenge theWrong 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. 
MAGAS. 

Ungrateful Lord! 
Would'ſt thou invade my Life, as a Return 
For proffer d Love? But let th' Event declare, 


5 4 


| Mer t 


Y 
How great a Good by me {ſincerely offer'd, 

Thy dull Romantic Honor has refus'd. | 
And fince I have diſcharg'd the Debt I ow'd ith hi. 
To former Friendſhip, if the Gods hereafter 1 
Send Ruin down, and plague thee with Confuſion, WW, 11 
Remember me in vain, and curſe thy Folly. hich y 
| Exit Magas Wore ſaid 

MEMNON. 
No, my Remembrance treaſures honeſt Thoughts, 775 

And holds not things like thee; I ſcorn thy Friendſhip, "tp 
And would not owe my Lite to ſuch a Villain: Nor f ” 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to propheſy, Th yea 
Were all thy Tribe like thee, it might well ſtartle 2 On 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when through ſuch Hand: Why ; 
The Knowledge of the Gods js reach'd to Man, To fe. 1 
But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all ena, + 
{Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, De ans 


And turn the holy Office to a Trade) Our Rig! 
Participate their ſacred Influence. 

This then is your own Cauſe; ye awful Powers, 
Revenge yourſelves, your violated Altars, 

That thoſe who with unhallowd Hands approach, 
May tremble at your Juſtice. [Exit Memno! 
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s CE NE II. De PALACE. 


F | ; 
rong Wrntcr the Qu EE N, ARTABAN, MIR Z A, 
MAG As, and Attendants. 


rd! 
ART AB A N. 


Y Brother then is come 

MIRZ A. 
| My Lord, I ſaw him, 

ith him old haughty Memnon; as they paſs'd, 
ith fierce Diſdain they view'd the gazing Crowd, 
and with dumb Pride ſeem'd to neglect that Worſhip 
'hich yet they wiſh'd to find : this way they move, 
Magi WT; ſaid to ask an Audience of the King. 
= DUEEN. 

Mirza, tis well, I thank thy timely Care; 

Here will we face this Storm of Inſolence, 
Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it roll, 
Then burft, and ſpend at once its idle Rage. 

ART ABAN. 

Why meet we thus like wrangling Advocates, 
To urge the Juſtice of our Cauſe with Words ? 
[hate this Parle, 'tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our Rights of Merit and of Elderſhip, 

And prove like Men our Title. 
88 -MIRZ Ad. 
i Twere unſafe, 
They come ſurrounded by a Crowd of Friends; 
To ſtrike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh, 
Fate waits for them elſewhere with certain Ruin: 
| From 
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1 From M;rza's Hand expe& it. All it 
j YE E N. You, 
9 | Be it fo : If (a 
| Auſpicious Sage, I truſt thee with my Fortune, | You 
i My Hopes of Greatneſs, do thou guide em all, 
1 For me and for thyſelf. My Son, give way, An 
id Nor let thy haſty Youth diſturb with Outrage When 
bl The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace; OfN 
'q Occaſions great and glorious will remain With 
4 Worthy thy Arms and Courage. | Woul 
4 ARTABAN. Cut o 
A | I obey, 
3 And willingly reſign th' unmanly Taſk. 

4 Words are indeed your Province. I pry't 
| MIRZA. I woul 
„ My Royal Miſtreſs, 

1 Prepare to meet with more than brutal Fury Yer 
30 From the fierce Prince and Memnon. Let nc 
1 QUEEN. Stalk i 
55 2 [ a Well I know 
i'd The Inſolence and native Pride of each, 
i E With ſcurrile Taunts and blackeſt Infamy Elſe ſur 
"i They load my Name : But let the Wretches rail, And tri: 
| of A Woman's Vengeance waits 'em. And loc 
MIR Z A. | Have ft 
They are here. Made m 
Enter Ax TAX ERX ESV, MEMNON, and Attendants. And bro 
ART AXERXES. | {be nea 
Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal Fabric, 
And thou, O Ore/maaes, the Protector When th 
Of the great Perſian Race, e'er yet my Father, T * 
Royal Ar/accs, mingle with your Godheads, n 
Grant me once more to lay before his Feet : 
His Eldeſt born, his once lov'd Artaxerxes, And n de 
To ſtir th 


To offer my Obedience to his Age; 


e, 


Cut of his ſhort Remains? 


To ſtir the factious Rabble up to Arms 
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All that a Son can owe to ſuch a Father. 

You, who with haggard Eyes ſtare wildly on me, 

If (as by your Attendance here you ſeem) 


Lou ſerve the King my Father, lead me to Hons 


D2UEEN. 
And doſt thou wonder that Mankind ſhould . 
When Parricides and Rebels, in deſpite 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Age, 
With impious Force and ruffian Violence, 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life; 


ARTAXERNES. 
Ha! ſay ſt thou, Woman? 
I pry'thee Peace, and urge not a Reply; 
I would not hold acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
DUEEN. 

Ye righteous Pow'rs, whoſe Juſtice awes the World, 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when Crimes like theſe 
Stalk in the open Air. 


ARTAXERXNES. 
Thy Prieſt inſtructs thee, 


Elſe ſure thou hadſt not dar d to tempt the Gods, 
And trifle with their Juſtice ; Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me? on me, whom thy curſt Arts 

Have ſtrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a Stranger to a Father's Love, 

And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The neareſt to his Heart ? 


2 £EEN. - 
Had he not reaſon, 


When thou with Rebel Infolence didſt dare 


To own and to protect that hoary Ruffian; 
[Pointing to Memnon, 


And in deſpite ev'n of thy F ather's Juſtice, 
For 
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For him; and make a Murd'rer's Cauſe thy own ? 


MEMNON, 
I had another Name (nor ſhouldſt thou move me, 


Inſulting Queen, to Words, did not Remembrance 


With Horror ſting my Soul for Tiribaſas, 
Thy murder'd Lord) when by my fatal Orders, 
And by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell, 
To make thy way to guilty Greatneſs eaſy. 
I thought him then a Traitor (for thy Arts 
Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) 
Too big for public Juſtice; and on that Pretence 
Conſented to the Snare that catch'd his Life; 
So my obedient Honeſty was made 
The Pander to thy Luſt and black Ambition. 
Except the Guilt of that accurſed Day, 
In all my Iron Vears of Wars and Danger, 
From blooming Youth down to decaying Age, 
My Fame ne'er knew a Stain of foul Diſhonor; 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, 
The Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief. 
| E | 
What nam'ſt thou T:riba/as! be his Guilt 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on Cleander, 
And let the Furies that enquire for Blood, 
Stir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh great Cleander “ 
Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firſt of Warriors, 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death 
Had in the Field of Battle ſought in vain. 
MEMNON. 
In ſight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, 
J will avow that my Revenge was jutt ; 
My injur'd Honor could not ask for leſs : 
Since he refus'd to do a Soldier's Juſtice, 
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I us'd him as I ought. | 
| DUEEN. | 
Amazing Boldneſs ! 
And dar'ſt thou call that Act a Soldier's Juſtice ? 
Didſt thou not meet him with difſembled Friendſhip, 
Hiding the Rancor of thy Heart in Smiles ? 
When he (whoſe open unſuſpecting Nature 
hought thee a Soldier honeſt as himſelf) 
Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, 
By mutual Vows renew'd; and in the Revel 
Of that luxurious Day, forgetting Hate, 
And every Cauſe of ancient Animoſity, 
Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendſhip : 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The ſprightly Juice infuſing gentler Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breaſts) 
Unequal to him in the Face of War, 
tole on Clean der with a Coward's Malice, 
ind ſtruck him to the Heart. 
MEMNON. 
By the ſtern God, 
By Mars, the Patron of my honor'd Wars, 
'Tis baſely falſe. In his own drunken Brawl 
The Boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh Tongue, 
or thought him worth mySword, 'till(his cold Temper 
arm'd with the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat ; 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valor, 
took him at his Word, and (with my Sword 
Hrawn againſt his in equal Oppoſition) 
| kill'd him while it laſted. 
ART AXERAES. 
Ceaſe we, my Friend, 
his Women's War of Railing ; when they talk, 
Men ſhould be ſtill, and let Noiſe tire itſelf. 
I came to find a Father, tho' my Fears 


Suggeſt 
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Suggeſt the worſt of Evils to my Thoughts, 
And make me dread to hear Arſace“ Fate: 


Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. 


DUEEN, 
Prince, you paſs not; 


Guards, keep the Door; the King your Father lives- 


ART AXERNES. 

Ha !——-f he lives, why lives he not to me? 
Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him ? 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood ? 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him ? 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, 

And watch his fickly Slumbers, that my Youth 

May with its Service glad his drooping Age, 

And his cold Hand may bleſs me ere he die. 

Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown, 

But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. 
DOUEEN. 

Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious Name of Duty 
To hide deform'd Rebellion : Haſt thou not 
With thy falſe Arts poiſcn'd his People's Loyalty ? 
What meant thy pompous Progreſs thro' the Empire! 
Thy vaſt Profuſion to the factious Nobles, 
Whoſe Intereſt ſways the Crowd, and ſtirs up Mutiny! 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, diſdainful Soul 
Stoop to the meaneſt Arts which catch the Vulgar ? 
Herd with em, fawn upon em, and careſs em! 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs, 

And make them Judges of thy Father's Juſtice ? 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luft of Power 
Has ſunk thy Father more than all his Years, 
And made him wither in a green old Age, 
ARTAXERAXNES. 
Falſe all as Hell : Nor had I arm'd my Friends 
But 
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hut to defend that Right 


DUEEN. 
Doft thou not come, 


Impatient of Delay, to haſten Fate? 
To bring that Death, the lingering Diſeaſe 
Would only for a Day or two defer ? 


ARTAXERMNXES. 
I hear thee, and diſdain thy little Malice, 


That dares to ſtain my Virtue with a Crime 
It views with moſt Abhorrence ; but Reproach 
ls loſt on thee, ſince Modeſty, with all 

The Virtues that adorn thy Sex, is fled. 


DUEEN, 
Audacious Rebel ! 


ARTANERXNES. 
Infamous Adultereſs ! 


| Stzin of my Father's Bed, and of his Throne ! 


3 ART AB AN. 
Villain, thou ly'ſt. O Madam, give me way, 
[To the Queen, wwho holds him, drawing his Sword. 


ire 6 Whatever bars my Fury, calls me baſe, 
Unworthy of the Honor of your Son. 


DUEEFN. 
Hold, Artaban; My Honor ſuffers not 


: From his lewd Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword profane 
i With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, 
Jo Peace and ſacred Majeſty devoted. 


VF 
Ha ! Who art thou? 
ARTABAN. 
The Son of great Ar/aces. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
No, tis falſe; thy forging Mother's damn'd Contri- 
vance. [ Pointing to Mirza. 


Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow, 
The Hero's Race diſclaims thee. Why doſt thou frown, 


And 
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And knit thy boyiſh Brow ? Doſt thou dare ought 


Worthy the Rank of the Divine Arſaces? 


If ſo, come forth, break from that Woman's Arms, 


And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. 
„ 

Yes, Artaxerxer, yes; thou ſhalt be met: 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 
And one of us is doom'd to ſink for ever, 

Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 

But wiſh the great Deciſion were ey'n now : 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
Immortal Thirſt of Empire fires my Soul; 

My Soul, which of ſuperior Power impatient, 
Diſdains thy Elderſhip ; therefore in Arms 
(Which give the nobleſt Right to Kings) I will 


To Death diſpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus: 


ARTAXERNES. 
Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger; 
O Energy Divine of great Ambition, 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 
And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature 
I tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Cauſe, 
For which the Gods might wage immortal War. 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Virtue, 
And think at leaſt thou art Ar/aces* Son, 
That the Idea of thy fancy'd Father 
May raiſe and animate thy leſſer Genius, 
And make thee fit to meet my Arm in Battle. 
MRTAB AN. 


Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd with Greatnel; 


So much it rivals ev'n the Joy of Knowledge 


And ſacred Wiſdom. What makes Gods divine, 


But Power and Science Infinite? 
Hear only this ; our Father preſs'd by Age, 
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Ind a long Train of Evils which that brings, 
Tanguiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life: 
ince thou wouldſt blot my Birth with baſe Diſhonor, 
ze this my Proof of filial Piety, 

Vhile yet he lives, ceaſe we our Enmity ; 
Nor let the hideous Noiſe of War diſturb 
His parting Soul. | 
| ARTAXERNES. 
'9 3 | I take thee at thy Word: 

Jt his Remains of Life be Peace betwixt ug 

And after that let all our Time be War. 
5 emember when we meet, fince one muſt fall, 
Arno conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives to Empire. 
* [Exeunt ſeverally Queen and Artab. Artax. Mem. 
[ cum ſuis. 


Manent Mirza and MaAGaS. 


: MIRZ A. 

| Moſt fortunate Event! which gives us more 

han ev'n our Wiſhes could have ask'd. This Truce 
Gives lacky Opportunity for thinking; 

Twill lull theſe thoughtleſs Heroes to Security. 

; „ XS. 

8 Th approaching Feſtival will more confirm it: 

Pf all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 

Religion has diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 

Tais has been ſtill moſt venerable held. 

. mong the Vulgar, Toil and Labor ceaſes, 

Nn C haplets crown'd they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, 
A od in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, 

That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure ; 
d.aves are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes 


forget, or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 


reatnel, 


ine, 


And 


Arc 
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And meet like Friends. Pernicious Diſcord ſeems 
Out-rooted from our more than Iron Age : 
The Gods are worſhip' d with unuſual Reverence, 
Since none, notev'n our Kings, approach their Temple, 
With any Mark of War's deſtructive Rage, 
But Sacrifice unarm'd. 
M IRZ 4. 
| A lucky Thought 
Is in my Mind at once compleatly form'd, 
Like Grecian Pallas in the Head of Fove. 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Rites, 
To-morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 
Orchanes with a Party of the Guards, 
Who in my Palace ſhall this Night be plac'd, 
May at that private Door which opens into 
The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize 'em all. 
The Heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs Crowd 
With eaſe may be diſpers'd. 
M AG AS. 
What you connalo 
Wears a ſucceſsful Face, were it as innocent : 
An AQ of ſuch outrageous Profanation, 
May ſhock the Thoughts ev'n of our cloſeſt F dec 
And make em ſtart from an abhorr'd Alliance, 
That draws the Vengeance of the Gods upon 'em. 
| MIRZ A. 
Art thou the firſt to ſtart a Doubt like that? 
Art thou (who doſt inſpire their Oracles, 
And teach 'em to deceive the eaſy Crowd 
In doubtful Phraſe) afraid of thy own Gods ? 
In every change they were on thy fide ſtill, 
And ſure they will not leave thee now for Trifles. 
The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our Cauſe, 
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Ms | At leaſt not be our Foes, nor will they leave 
Their happy Seats (where free from Care and Pain, 
de, | Bleſs'd in themſelves -!->=. of Man regardleſs, 


nples, They loll ſerene in everlaſtil , Zaſe) 
| To mind the trivial Buſineſs of our World. 


M 4G AS. 
But more I fear the ſuperſtitious Vulgar, 


Who tho' unknowing what Religion means, 
| Yet nothing moves 'em more than zealous Rage 
For its Defence, when they believe it violated. 
MIRZ A. 
I was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Scruples, 
Or think his Care of Intereſt was his Conſcience. ¶ Ade. 
My Caution ſhall obviate all thy Fears; 
We will give out that they themſelves deſign'd 
| To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
Cram Jo matter, tho! it ſeem not very probable ; ' 
More monſtrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar. 
AGA. 3 
I yield to your Direction; and to ſtrengthen 
The Enterprize, will ſecretly diſpoſe 
A Party of my own within the Temple, 
Friends To join with yours. 


ce, MIR Z A. 

. It joys my Heart to think 
That I ſhall glut my Vengeance on this Memnon; 

at? That I ſhall ſee him ſtrive in vain, and curſe 


The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
7 And dar'a the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; 
: "Till catch'd at length within ſome hidden Snare, 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 
And roars, and rolls his fiery Eyes in vain, 
While the ſurrounding Swains at pleaſure wound him, 


And 
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And make his Death-their Sport ; 

Thus Wit ſtill gets the Maſtery over Courage. 

Long time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 

And mighty Fame in Fields of Battle won ; 

Till one fine Project of the Stateſman's Brain, 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 
And renders all his boaſted Proweſs vain. - 


[Extunt, 


AC 
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Rf RON, 


Nr $00020009 


7 ON ON Oe ONE 
Wok i mn 2 +. 


xeunt, 


A Garden belonging to MIR Z a's Palace. 


LEONE is diſcover'd lying on a Bank of F lowers, 
BEL1zZ A attending. 


Sono, by B. Stote, E/7; 


P ON a ſhady Bank repos d, 
Philanthe, amorous, young, and fair, 
Sighing to the Groves diſclos d 
The Story of her Care. 


The Vocal Groves give ſome Relief, 
While they her Notes return; 

The Waters murmur oer her Grief, 
And Echo ſeems to mourn. 


A Sqwain that heard the Nymph complann, 
In pity of the Fair, 

Thus kindly ftrove to cure her Pain, 
And eaſe her Mind of Care. 


'Tis juſt that Lowe ſhould give you reſt, 

From Lowe your Torments came ; 
Take that warm Cordial to your Breaſt, 
a CT And meet a kinder Flame. 


Vol. I. D How 
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How wretched muſt the Woman prove, 
( Beware, fair Nymph, beware} 
Whoſe Folly ſcorns azother's Love, 
And courts her own Deſpair ? 


„ „ GLHAMESE.:; 

Oh Love ! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid! 
Still art thou buſy at my panting Heart? 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft Images, 
And make my Ruin pleaſing? Fondly I try, 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
To vent my Sorrows, and afſwage my Paſhons : 
Still freſh Supplies renew th'exhauſted Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to himſelf alone 
Ae vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, 
And baniſhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 

1 

Why : are you ſtill thus cruel to yourſelf ? 
Why do you feed and cheriſh the Diſeaſe, 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hope 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude ? 
Why rather chooſe you not to ſhine at Court? 
And in a thouſand gay Diverſions there, 
'To loſe the Memory of this wretched Paſſion ? 

CLEONE:; 

Alas! Beliza, thou haſt never known 
The fatal Power of a reiiſtleſs Love: 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; 
In Courts and Temples it purſues us fill, 
And in the loudeſt Clamors will be heard : 
It grows a part of us, lives in our Blood, 
And every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. 
Oh! think not then that I can ſhun myſelf; 
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The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. 
ZE LIZ A. 

Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your Griefs; 


: Companions in Misfortunes make em leſs; 
And I could ſuffer much to make you eaſy. 


CEFONSE. © 
Sit by me, gentle Maid, and while I tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
| If thou in kind Compaſſion of my Woes, 
ges, Wt Shall't ſigh or ſhed a Tear for my miſhap, 
My grateful Eyes ſhall pay it back with Intereſt. 
Help me to rail at my too eaſy Heart, 
2285 That raſhly entertain'd this fatal Gueſt: 
; And you, my Eyes, why were you ſtill impatient 
Of any other ſight but Artaxerxes? 
Why did you make my Woman's Heart acquainted 
With all the thouſand Graces and Perfections, 
That dreſs the lovely Hero up for Conqueſt ? 
BELIZ A. 
Had you oppos'd this Paſſion in its Infancy, 


u hope re time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy'd. 
2 C LEONE. 
: That was the fatal Error that undid me: 

\? My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperienc'd Innocence, 
Found not the Danger till it was too late. 
And tho' when firſt I ſaw the charming Prince, 
| felt a pleaſing Motion at my Heart, 

pious, Short-breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breaſt, 


The mounting Blood fluſh'd in my glowing Face, 
And dy'd my Cheeks with more than uſual Bluſhes 
thought him, ſure, the Wonder of his Kind, 

And wiſh'd my Fate had giv'n me ſuch a Brother: 
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all, 

Like me, beheld and bleſs'd him for his Excellence 


'T \ D 2 | BELIZ A. 
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BELIZ A. 
hence never hopeleſs Maid was curs'd before 
With ſuch a wretched Paſſion; all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe your Happineſs ; tis ſaid 
This Day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Ameſtris. 
CLEONE. 
No, my Beliza, I have never known 
The pleaſing Thoughts of Hope: Certain Deſpair 
Was born at once, and with my Love increas d. 
BELTZ A. 
Think youthePrince has e'erperceiv'd your Thoughts? 
CLEONE. 
Forbid it, all ye chafter Powers, that favor 
The Modeſty and Innocence of Maids : 
No, till my Death, no other Breaſt but thine 
Shall e'er participate the fatal Secret, | 
O could I think that he had ever known 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confuſion 
Would force my Virgin Soul to leave her Manſion, 
And certain Death enſue. 
Thou nam'ſt the fair Ameſtris, didft thou not? 
341124. 
Madam, I did. | 
CLEONE. 
I-envy not her Happineſs. 
Tho' ſure few of our Sex are bleſs'd like her 
In ſuch a Godlike Lord. 
Would I had been a Man! 
With Honor then I might have ſought his Friendſhip: 
Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, 
He might have lov'd me better than the reſt. 
Amidſt the Dangers of the horrid War, 
Still had 1 been the neareſt to his tide; 
In Courts and Triumphs ſtill had ſhar'd his Joys. 
Or when the ae e Chaſe had call'd us forth, 
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Together had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
| Together preſs d the Savage o er the Plain - - 
And when o'er-Jabor'd with the pleaſing Toil, 
Stretch'd on the verdant Soil had ſlept together. 
But whither does my roving Fancy wander! 
Ir Theſc are the ſick Dreams of fantaſtick Love. 
So in the Calenture the Seaman fancies 
Green Fields and flow'ry Meadows on the Ocean, 
1ghts? Till leaping in, the Wretch is loſt for ever. 
BELIZ A. 

Try but the common Remedies of Love, 

And let a ſecond Flame expel the firſt, 
CLEONE. 

Impoſſible; as well thou may'ſt imagine, 
When thou complain'it of Heat at ſcorching Noon, 
Another Sun ſhall riſe to thine more kindly. 
believe me, my Balixa, I am grown 
So fond of the Deluſion that has charm'd me, 
hate the officious Hand that offers Cure. 

BELIZ A. 
Madam, Prince Artaban! 
CLEONE. 
My cruel Stars ! 
Do you. then envy me my very Solitude? 
but Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 
dall hide me from your hated Light for ever. 


(lion, 


endſhp: 
Euter AR T ABA N. 


ARTA BAM. 
Ah, lovely Mourner ! ſill, ſtill wilt thou blaſt 
ly eager Love with unauſpicious Tears ? 
Vhen at thy Feet I kneel, and ſue for Pity, 
N Ir juſtly of thy cold Regards complain, 
ul wilt thou only anſwer me with Sighs ? 


23 CLEONE: 


E 
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CLEONE. ove in 
Alas! my Lord, what anſwer can I give? The W 
If ſtill I entertain you with my Grief, That ce 
Pity the Temper of a wretched Maid, Ph, lor 
Buy Nature ſad, and born the Child of Sorrow: Df You 
In vain ycu ask for Happineſs from me, The Pa 
Who want it for myſelf. by her 
ARTABAN. Thy Be: 
Can blooming Youth, Lo! no! 
Ard Virgin Innocence, that knows not Guilt he urg 
Know any Cauſe for Grief ? a ä 
CLEO VE. and bez 
Do but ſurvey Then ot 
The miſerable State of Human Kind, s an Al 
Where Wretches are the general Increaſe, 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for Grief. Forbe 
| ARTABAN. or ever 
Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair Philoſopher, 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes ; 
The Marks which Years ſet on the wither'd Sage: And dan 
The gentle Goddeſs, Nature, wiſely has Art thou 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. Compaſh 
The God of Love ſtands ready with his Torch And only 
To light it at thy Eyes, but ſtill in vain, Thy Fatt 
For ere the Flame can catch, tis drown'd in Tears. 
CLEONE. Why c 
Oh! name not Love, the worſt of all Mis fortune To curſe 
The Common Ruin of my eaſy Sex, Caſt roun 
Which I have ſworn for ever to avoid, Where ſn 
In memory of all thoſe hapleſs Maids, Give Joy 
That Love has plung'd in unexampled Woes. There ble 
ARTAB AN. and leave 
Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 
Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe. What e 
Alas! thy frozen Heart has only known Whoſe Cl 
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ove in reverſe, not taſted of its Joys; 
The Wiſhes, ſoft Deſires, and pleaſing Pains, 
That center all in moſt extatic Bliſs. 
Dh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treaſure 
Df Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives; 
The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay ; 
y her fair ſelf, and by her Son ſhe ſwears, 
Thy Beauties are devoted to her Service. 
o now ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, 
che ** my Deſires, and bids me ſeize thee, 
[Taking her Hand and kiſſing it. 
ind bear thee as a Victim to her Altar: 
hen offer up ten thouſand thouſand Joys, 
s an amends for all thy former Coldneſs. 
 CLEONE. 
Forbear, my Lord; or I muſt ſwear to fly, 
'or ever from your Sight. 
ART AB AN. | 
| Why doſt thou frown ? 
And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt? 
Art thou reſolv'd to force thy gentle Nature, 
Compaſſionate to all the World beſide, 
And only to me cruel ? Shall my Vows, 
Thy Father's Interceſſion, all be vain ! 
CLEONE. 
Why do you urge my Father's fatal Power, 
To curſe you with a ſad unlucky Bride ? 
Caſt round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Courts, 
Where ſmiling Beauties, born to better Fate, 
Give Joy to the Beholders: 
There bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your Vows, 
And leave the poor Cleone to her Sorrows. 
. 
What Queens are thoſe of moſt celeſtial Form, 
Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my Heart? 
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Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt Mold, 
Brighter than Qynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 
Kind as the ſofteſt She that ever claſp'd 

Her Lover, when the Bridal- Night was paſt; 
T ſwear I would prefer thee, O Clone, 
With all thy Scorn and cold Indifference, 
Would chooſe to langniſh and to die for thee, 


Much rather than be bleſs'd, and live for them. 


| CLEONE. 

O Prince ! it is too much; nor am I worthy 
The Honor of your Paſhon, ſince tis fix'd 
By certain and unalterable Fate, 
That I can never yield you a Return: 
My Thoughts are all to chaſte Diaza vow d, 
And I have ſworn to die her Virgin Youry. 

ARTABAN. 

Impoſſible! thou canſt not give away 
Mine and thy Father's Right, ev to the Gods: 
Diana will diſown th' unjuſt Donation, 
Nor favor ſuch an Injury to Love. 
'To every Power Divine I will appeal, 
Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe 'em to be partial. 
Their Altars now expect us: Come, fair Saint, 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, 
Their Juſtice muſt decree my Happineſs, 


Reward my Sufferings, and my Flame approve, 


For they themſelves have felt the Power of Love. 
[Excant, 
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SCENE II. The Temple of the Sun. 


_— 


Enter ARTAXERXES, AMESTR1s, and Attendants. 


\ 4£RIAXERXES. 
I'S done! "Tis done! Oh let me find ſomeWay 
To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, 


| Leſt I grow mad with Height of furious Bliſs. 


The holy Prieft has ty d the ſacred Knot, 


And my Ameſtris now is all my own. 


Oh thou ſoft Charmer! thou excelling Sweetneſs ! 
Why art thou not tranſported all like me ? 
I ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 


If thou art calm in this Exceſs of Happineſs. 


A MESTRTIS. 
Alas! my Lord, my panting Heart yet trembles 
In vaſt ſuſpenſe between unruly Joys | 
And chilling Fears. Somewhat methinks there is 


| That checks my Soul, and ſays I was too bold 


To quit the Pleaſures of my Virgin State, 
To barter em for Cares and anxious Love. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

Theſe are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 
And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys; 
Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart, 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Deſires. 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy Bluſhes. 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms : 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs (if there be room for Words, 
Or ev'n for Thoughts) that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs, 


D 5 4MESTRIS. 


— 
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AMESTRIS. 
| Yet ſurely mine are more than common Fears: 
For, oh ! my Prince, when my foreboding Heart 
Surveys th' uncertain State of human Joys, 
How ſecretly the Malice of our Fate | 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our Happineſs 
In full Security; Ijuſtly dread, 
Leſt Death or Parting, or ſome unſeen Accident, 
Much worſe, if poſſible, than each of theſe, 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſs'd. 
ARTAXERAES. 
Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whoſe righteous Power 
Shall favor and prote& our virtuous Loves. 
If ſtill thou apprehend'ſt approaching Danger, 
Let us make haſte and ſnatch th' uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our Power. „ 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to love, 
Feaſt evry Senſe with each luxurious Pleaſure, 
Improve our Minutes, make 'em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods: 
If after this, Death or III- fortune comes, 
It cannot injure us, ſince we already 
Have liv'd and been before-hand with our Fate. 
AMESTRIS. 
Oh ! let me eaſe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareft Lord my worſt of Fears ; 
There is an Il] which more than Death I dread : 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition ſated, 
Grow faithleſs, and forget the loſt Ameſtris; 
Forget that everlaſting Truth you vow'd, 
Tho ſure I ſhould not publicly complain, 
Nor to the Gods accuſe my perjur d Prince, 
Yet my ſoft Soul would fink beneath the Weight; 
I ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very Being, 
And wiſh I ne'er had been, or not been lov'd. 
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ARTAXERXNES. ; 
Doſt thou? — when every happier Star ſhines for us, 


And with propitious Influence gilds our Fortune, 


Doſt thou invent fantaſtic Forms of Danger, 


And fright thy Soul with Things that are impoſlible ? 
Now by the potent God of Love, I ſwear, 

= I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts, 

My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay me 
In Joys too fierce for Thought, for theſe Suſpicions ? 
= The Bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate, 


Nor ſhall decaying Time or Nature looſe em. 


Beyond the Limits of the filent Grave, 

Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our Beings : 
And when at once we climb yon' azure Skies, 
Me will be ſhown to all the Bleſs d above, 

| For the moſt conſtant Pair that &er deſerv'd 


To mingle with their Stars. 
AMESTRIS. 
"Tis true, tis true; 
Nor ought I to ſuſpe& thee. O my Hero! 


The Gods have form'd thee for the neareſt Pattern 


Of their own Excellence and perfect Truth. 
O let me fink upon thy gentle Boſom, 


| And, bluſhing, tell how greatly I am bleſs'd. 


Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow 


That all the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 


Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture: 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. 
RT EFXAERXES. 

Oh thou delicious perfet Angel Woman ! 
Thou art too much fos mortal Senſe to bear : 
The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy of Spices, 


From 
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From thee, as from the Cyprian Queen of Love, 
Ambroſial Odors flow; my every Faculty 

Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Pleaſure. 
O glorious God of Day, fly ſwiftly forward, 
And to thy Siſter's Rule reſign the World: 

Nor haſte to riſe again, but let the Night 

Long bleſs me with her Stay, that thy Return 

At morn may find me happieſt of my kind. 


Enter MEM NON. 


My Father ! Is there an Increaſe of Joy ? 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more ? 
MEMNO N, 

Ye Bleſſings of my Age ! whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is loſt. 
Oh Prince] Well has this glorious Day repay's 
My Youth and Blood ſpent in Adr/aces? Service. 
Nor, had the Gods mdulg'd my vaineſt Wiſkes, 
Durſt I have akk'd for ſuch a Son as you are. 
But I am roughly bred, in Words unknowing, 
Nor can I phraſe my Speech in apt Expreiſion, 
To tell how much I love and honor you: 
Might I but live to fight one Battle for you, 
Tho' with my Lite | bought the Victory, 
Tho' my old batter'd Trunk were hew'd to pieces, 
And ſcatter'd o'er the Field, yet ſhould I bleſs 


My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Honor. 


ART AXERNAXES. 
Doubt not, my noble Father, but ev'n yet 
A large Remain of Glory is behind. 
When civil Diſcord ſhall be reconcil'd, 
And all the Noiſe of Faction huſh'd to Peace, 
Rough Greece alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian Name with Softneſs. 
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Strict in our Diſcipline, undaunted, patient 


Of War's ſtern Toil, and dread our hoſtile Virtue. 
FThoſe ſtub born Commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious Monarch of the Faf, 

Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of Cyrus, 
And when with Laurels cover'd we return, 

My Love ſhall meet, and ſmiling bleſs our Triumph, 
while at her Feet I lay the Scepters of the World. 


ME MMO M. 
Oh e Theme! By Heav'n it fires my Age, 


ö And kindles Youth again in my cold Veins, 


ARKRTAXAKEATXES, 
Ha! Mirza and the Queen] retire my Fair; 


Ungentle Hate and brawling Rage ſhall not 
Diſturb thy Peace, to which this happy Day 
Is doubly ſacred. Forward, to the Altar. 


[Exeunt Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, Memnon, 
and Attendants, 


Enter at the other Door, Qu ERN, MIR Z Ly and 
Attendants. 


MIR Z A. 
All are diſpos'd, and Fate but waits our Orders 
For a deciding Blow. 
DUEEN. 
Your Caution was 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 
Too raſhly with a Secret of this Nature : 
The Youth, tho' great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaſtic Rules of Honor, 
Would heſitate at ſuch an AR as this, 
Tho' future Empire ſhould depend upon it. 
MIR Z A. 
When Time ſhall add experience to that Knowledge, 
With which his early Youth is richly fraught, 
He'll 
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He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe 
A Crown tor notionary Principles, 
Honor is the unthinking Soldier's. Boaſt, 
Whoſe dull Head cannot reach thoſe finer Arts, 
By which Mankind is govern d. 
| 2UEEN. 
And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great, 
And makes the Crowd adore 'em. 
MIRZ A. 
| Your Son ſhall reap 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt : 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finiſh'd, 
Muſt with the Prince retire ; our Foes when ſeiz d, 
Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur'd, 
Till you diſpoſe their Fate. 
DUEEN. 
The Rites attend us; [ Solemm Muſick is heard 
This Day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. 
MIRZ A. 
Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this Day, 
You ſhall be paid with Ages of Devotion, 
And after this for ever undiſturb'd, 
Brood o'er your ſmoaking Altars. 
[ Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendant 
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The Scene opening, ſhews the Altar of the Sun, Mac as 
and ſeveral other Prieſts attending. Solemn Mujic Fo 
heard : then enter on one fide MEMNON, ARTaxerxes, 
AMESTRIS, and Attendants: on the other fide the 
Queen, Mirza, ARTABAN, CLEoONE, CLEAN. 
HES, and Attendants : they all bow towards the Alas 
and then range themſelves on each fide of the Stage, whih 
the following Hymn is perform'd in Paris, and Chorus 
by the Prieſts. 


HYMN 0 the Sun, by W. SHIP EN, Eq; 


ATL, Light, that diubly glads our 8 phere, 
Glory and Triumph of the Year ! 

Hail, Feſtival, for ever ble, 

By the adoring raviſh'd Eaſt ! 


Hail, Mithras, mighty Deity ! 

For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea, 
From thee their Origin derive, 
Motion and Form from thee receive, 


When Matter yet una#ed lay, 
No ſooner thou infus d ft thy Ray, 
But the dull Maſs its Power obey d. 


But an harmonious World was mage. 


Which ftill, when thou withdraw'ft thy Beams, 
An undiſtinguiſb d Chaos ſeems ; 5 
For what are Objects without Sight ? 
Or Viſion when inuolv d in Night ? 

| Night 
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Night is an univerſal Grave, 
Where things but doubtful Beings have, 
Till them thy Beams illuminate, 
And, as it wert, again create. 


Chorus 5 Oc. 


Hail, Source of immaterial Fire, 

That ne er began, can neer expire; 

Wheſe Orb, with fireaming Glories fraught, 
Dazxzles the Ken of human Thought ! 

Al} the dependant Spheres above, 

By thy Direction ſhine and move : 

All purer Beings here below, 

From thy immediate Eſſence flow. 


What is the Soul of Man, but Light, 
Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height? 
I hat but an intellectual Beam? 

A Spark of thy immortal Flame? 


Fer as thou rulſt with glad/ome Rays 


The greater World, ſo this the leſs : 
Ard like thy own difſuffeue Soul, 
Shoots Life and Vigor thro" the Whole. 


Since then from Thee at firſt it came, 


To thee, tho' ciogg'd, it points its Flame; 
And conſcious of fupertor Birth, 
De/piſes this unkinared Earth. 

Chorus, Sc. 


Hail, Oroſmades, Poww*r Divine ! 
Permit us to approach thy Shrine ; 
Permit thy Fotar ies to raiſe 

' heir grateful Voices to thy Praiſe. 
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Thou art the Father of our Kings, 


The Stem whence their high Lineage ſprings ; ; 
The Sow'reign Lord that does maintain 


Their uncontrel{'d and boundleſs Reign. 


O then aſſiſi thy drooping Son, 

Il ho long has grac'd our Perfian Threne ! 
O may he yet extend his ſway f 

Me yet Arſaces Rule obey ! 


Let thy Vitality zmpart 

New Spirits to Pis fai nting Heart; 

Let him, like thee (from whom he ſprung ) 
Be ever active, ever young. 


Chorus, Sc. 


Li ben the Mufick is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, Cc. 


2ucen, Artaban, Sc. go of as they enter d ſeverally, 
only Mirza comes forward, and the Scene ſhuts ; he looks 
after Ameſtris geing cut, and then ſpeaks. 


MIX Z 4. 
What means this foreign Warmth within my Breaſt? 


s this a time for any Thought but Vengeance? 
That fatal Beauty dazzles my weak Senſe, 

And blaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 

My Eyes in Contradiction to my Purpoſe, 

Still bent to her, and drunk the Poiſon in; 


Vhile I flood ſtupid in ſuſpenſe of Thought, 


and now like Oil my flaming Spirits blaze; 
e Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is {corch'd, 
and I am all one Fury. Feeble Mirze / 
Canſt thou give way to Dotage, and become 
ſhe Jeſt of Fools? No! *tis impoſlible : 
Revenge ſhall rouze, and with her Iron Whips 
Laſt: 
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Laſh forth this lazy Ague from my Blood, 

This Malady of Girls. Remember, Stateſman, 

Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, 

And ſummon all thy Counſels to their Aid, 

Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo' not be: Ameſtris 

Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts, 

The Maſter-piece of Nature. The Boy God 

Laughs at my Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly. 
| [4 tumultuous Noiſe is heard, 

Ha ! by the Gods 'tis doing! Now, my Stars, 

Be kind, and make me Maſter of my Wiſh at once. 


Enter Macas. 


But ſee, the Prieſt—Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble} 
Have we ſucceeded ? ſay; and eaſe my Fears. 
| M4GAS. 
My Soul is pierc'd with Horror! Every God 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance, 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rous Roof 
Nods at the Profanation. 
MIRZ A. 
Baſe and fearful ! 
How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monſters! 
Canſt thou, who wouldit be great, be ſuperſtitious ? 
But 'tis the Coward's Vice. Say, axe our Enemies ſecur'd! 
MA GAL. | 
They are; the Prince, old Memnon, and his Daughter, 
Are in Orchanes' Hands, only Tigranes 
With ſome of leſſer Note are fled, 
MIRZ A. 
No matter : 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt a lifeleſs Mats, 
Not worth our Apprehenſion. 
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To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage? 


MIRZ A. 
I will : Thou may'ſt retire, and ſummon back 


| | Thy ſcatter'd Spirits: Let not the Crowd ſee 


| Thy Fears; "twill make thee vile and cheap among em. 


[Exit Magas- 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameſtris, Prijoners, 
Orchanes and Guards, 


ARTAXERXNES. : 
Slave! Villain! Anſwer, ſay, how haſt thou dar'd 


To do this Inſolence ? 


ORCHANES. 
I know my Orders, 
Which from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiv'd, 


Who will avow her own Authority. 


ART AXKERARTS. | 
Ha! from the Queen ? She durſt not, tis impoſſible! 


{Tis Sacrilege ! 'tis Treaſon ! *tis Damnation 


Am I not Artaxerxes? Born to Empire, 
The next Degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun ! 
That roll 't above, the Object of our Worſhip, 


Canſt thou behold, and not avenge thy Race ? 


Thy 1njur'd Race? If I could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy great Original, 

Let me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave. 

If not, why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 
do much below me, that they hardly ſhare 


The common Privilege of Kind ; but are 
As Beaſts to Men 


; MEMNON. 

See where the Maſter Villain ſtands ! Unmov'd 
And harden'd in Impiety, he laughs 
At the fictitious Juſtice of the Gods, 
And thinks their Thunder has not Wings to reach him. 
But 
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But know, the Joy thy Triumph brings is ſhort : 
My Fate (if the Gods govern) or at leaſt 
My Mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy Malice, 
| MIX Z A. 
Dull valiant Fool, thy Ruin is the leaſt, 
The moſt ignoble Triumph of my Wit.“ 
Cleauder's Blood asks for ſubſtantial Vengeance, 
And when the Thought that labors in my Breaſt 
Appears in Action, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 
Why 1 remain to view thy hated Face, 
That blaſts me with its Preſence ! thou ſhalt know tt, 
And curie thyſelf; curſe the ill- omen'd Day 
That gave thee Birth; renouncing all the Gods, 
IThyſelf of them renounc'd, ſhall nk to Hell 
In bittereſt Pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 
MEM MON. 
Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly't ! The utmoſt Force 
Of all thy ſtudy'd Malice cannot move me 
To any Act that misbecomes my Courage ; 
And it the Gods in trial of my Virtue, 
Can yield my Lite up to thy Hangman's Mercy, 
III fnew thee with what eaſe the Brave and Honeſt 
Can put off Life, tiil thou ſhalt damn thy Arts, 
Thy wretched Arts, and Impotence of Malice. 
MIRZ A. | 
Reſt weil atur'd, thou halt have cauſe to try 
The philoſophie Force of paſſive Virtue. 
ART AXKERASRS. 
O Death to Creatneis! Can we fall fo low, 
To be the flavita Objects of bis Mirth ? . 
Shall my juſt Rage and violates Honor 
Play the Buffoon, and miniſter to Laughter ? 
Down, down, my ſwelling Heart, hide thy Refentments, 
Nor proſtitute the rufled Majeſty 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, 
My Face ſhall learn to cover the Emotion My 
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My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Ameſtris ! 
My Love! my Royal Bride! the Spoiler, Grief, 
INefaces every Feature: like the Deluge 
That raz'd the Beauties of the firſt Creation: 
cannot bear it: Villains, give me way. _ 

[ He breats from the Guards that hold him, and 
| catches hold of Ameſtris. 

Oh! let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, 
and ſtrive to hide thy Sorrows from my ſight: 
cannot ſee thy Griefs; and yet I want 

he Power to bring Relief. 

OW it, AMESTRIS. 
| Ah! No, my Prince; 

here are no Remedies for Ills like ours; 
ly helpleſs Sex by Nature ftands expos d 

To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Fortune: 
Defenceleſs in myſelf, you were my Refuge, 
* ou are my Lord; to whom ſhould I complain, 
ince you cannot redreſs me? Were you not 

ne Honor, Joy, and Safety of Ame/tris ? 
or you alone 1 liv'd, with you alone 

could be happy; O my Artaxerxes“ 
Dne Influence guides our conſenting Stars, 
ind ſtill together we are bleſs'd or curs'd. 

M IRE. 
Vith a malignant Joy my Ears drink in 
icr each harmonious Accent, every Glance 
ces to my Heart, and ſtirs alternate Motions 
cat and Cold; a lazy Pleaſure now 
arils all my Veins, anon Deſire grows hot, 
ad my old Sinews ſhrink before the Flame." [AA. 
ART AXERNES. 

Go on, and charm me with thy Angel's Voice, 
&th and afſwage the Fury in my Breaſt, 
tat urges me to unbecoming Paſſion : 
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My Rage grows cool amidſt thy ſoft Complainings 
And tho' thou talk'ſt of Woes, of Death, and Run ©, 


Tis Heaven to hear thee. Tis 1 
P 6. 

Since this is all Our wretched Conſolation, Th 
Let us indulge our Grief, till by long uſe Thou 
It grows habitual, and we loſe the Pain. | 
Here on the marble Pavement will we fit, 1 
Thy Head upon my Breaſt; and if Remembrance 
Of cruel Wrongs ſhall vex thy noble Heart, For. 
The Murmur of my Sighs ſhall charm the Tumult, 

And Fate ſhall find us calm: Nor will the Gods, Heu 


Who here inhabit and behold our Sufferings, 
Delay to end our Woes in Immortality. 


ARTAXERMNES. | 
Ha!] ſay'ſt thou? Gods! Yes certain there are God 


Oh De 


To whom my Youth with Reverence ſtill has bow'd, yl 
Whoſe Care and Providence are Virtue's Guard; Orchan 
Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great, and N 
And like themſelves, for miſerable Ends. Amel 
MIX Z A. 
Gods might behold her, and forget their Wiſdon 

lay too l ern n 

But I delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy Ear. Twas L 


[Mirza whiſpers Orchanes, and exif, To K 
ME M NO N. 3 

My Children ! you were ſtill my Joy and Happineſi 45 mig 
Why am I made your Curſe ? This hated Head, W.. Poſſibi 
To Death devoted, has involy'd your Innocence a et, 
In my Deſtruction. LO 
Guards lay hold on Artaxerxes and Amelſli * 4. 3 

IME ST RIS. Tell from 

Alas! My Father ! FLO nt 

ARTAXERXES. „ 

Barbarous Dogs! What mean you? Thar f wa 
oA n * 


4 
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gs ORCHANES. 
Ruin Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's Palace, 
| 'Tis the Queen's Will ſhe ſhall be there confin' d. 
| ARTAXERNES. 
Thou canſt not mean ſo damn'd a Villany ! 
Thou dar'ſt not, ſhalt not part us: Fate cannot do it, 


MEMNOYN. 
Curſed Old-Age! why have liv'd to ſee this? 


nce ORCHANES. 
Force 'em aſunder. 
mult, AR TAXERXKES. 
ds, Hew off my Limbs, ye Dogs! ? I will not looſe 'em 
| Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife ! my lov'd 
Ameſtris 
AMESTRIS. 


re God: 
bow'd, 
ud ; 

J great, 


My Lord, my Husband ! 


Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force Artaxerxes 
and Memnon off one Way, and the other Party bears 
Ameſtris another. 


Re-enter MIR Z A. 
MIR ZA. 


This was moſt noble Miſchief! it ſtung home, 
Twas Luxury of Vengeance — twas not ill 


Wiſdom 
Alt 


Ar. 


and x To keep aloof: theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, 
ine and might have ſcratch'd : The Wiſe ſhou'd not allow 
* I Poliibility to Fortune's Malice. 


Now to the reſt; this Prince, this Husband, dies: 
ENCE 10 morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. 
his Night let em deſpair, and ban, and rage, 
Ameſiſſ and to the wooden Deities within 
Tell frantic Tales: my Hours ſhall paſs more pleaſingly 
r! f Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleaſure. 
Love] what is Love? the Paſſion of a Boy, 


That ſpends his Time in Lazineſs and Sonnets : 
RCH 2 Luſt " 
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Luft is the appetite of Man; and ſhall 

Be ſated, till it loath the cloying Banquet. N 
The Wiſe are priviledg'd by human Frailty . 
To taſte theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell upon em; 
They marr and dull the Faculty of Thinking : 
One. Night I ſafely may indulge in Riot, | 
Tis politic Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my Vengeance; 
J will grow young and ſurfeit on her Charms, 
Her luſcious Sweets; then riſing from her Arms, 
The nauſeous, momentary joy * HM [ 20 

in; again be Wiſe and Great. . 

And be myſelf again; aga! rote 
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E SITES 
Fee eee 
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„ 4 SCENE I. 
* N th PALACE 

it, 1 Enter ARTABAN and CLEANTHES. 
Mir. BN ARTABAN. 


F S baſe and impious! Where are the Ties 
Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 
ir public Faith be violated ? "Tis an Injury 
Tha beards both Gods and Men, and dares their J uſtice, 
; CLEANTHES. 
| The fearful Crowd already take th'Alarm, 
Break off their ſolemn Sports, their Songs and Dances, 
And wildly in tumultuous Concert join; 
Miſchief and Danger fit in every Face, 
And while they dread the Anger of the Gods, 
The Wiſe, who know th' Effects of popular Fury, 
| rom them expect that Vengeance which they fear. 
ARTABAN. 
| The ſacred Power of Majeſty, which ſhould 
Forbid, owns and protects the Violence. 
It muſt not, ſhall not be: Who fteals a Crown 
By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. 
| CLEANTHES. 
The Queen, your Mother, Sir, ſhe will expe& 
You u ſhould e that Act her Power has done. 
 CUAORTAB AN. > 
n meet her as I ought, and ſhow myſelf 
Northy the noble Rivalſhip of Empire. | 
Vos. I. E Enter 


\CT 
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Emer the QUE tn, MIA Z a, and Kuens. : 


LUEEN. 

My Son, I come to joy you of a Crown 
And Glory certain now ; your Fate at length 
Has maſter'd that maliguart Influence 
With which it ſtruggled long: You are a King, 
The greateſt that our Ea/ern. World beholds; 
And tho' my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grief, 
Yet for thy ſake, my Son, I joy to ſay, 
Arſaces is no more. 

AIRTAB A NM 
Twere vain and fooliſh 
To mourn his Death with ceremonious Sorrow ; 
For tho he dy d the greateſt of our Race, 
Yet ſince 2 decaying Age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majeſty was loſt, 


'Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for Immortality, 


And leave the weary Body to enjoy 
An honorable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs : 
Peace to his Aſhes, and eternal Fame 
Dwell with his Memory ; while we who live 
Look back with Emulation on his Greatneſs, 
And with laborious Steps ſtrive to aſcend 
That Height where once he ſat. 

2UEREN. 

Thou haſt * 
Attain'd the lofty Summit of his Glory; 
His Throne expects thee but to fit and fill it. 
ART ABAN. 


No, Madam, when the Gods chooſe worthy Subject: 


On whom to place ſuch Greatneſs, they ſurround 
The glorious Prize with Toil and thorny Danger, 


And bid the Man wha would be Great, dare greatly, 
Without 


Be it for dull elder Brothers to poſſeſs 
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ithout deſerving ; mine's a nobler Claim, 


75 


or will I taſte the Godlike Joys of Power, 


il Men and Gods with Juſtice ſhall confeſs 
[is barely the Reward of what I merit. 
DUEEN. 
What means my Son? 
ARTABAN. | 
To wreſtle for a Crown. 


DUEEN. 
With what fantaſtic Skadow woulſt thou ſtrive? 


he haughty Rival of thy Hopes 1s fall'n ; 

le lives indeed, but tis to grace thy Triumph, 
nd bow before thee ; then be ſwept away 

ke the Remembrance of an idle Dream, 

hich tho' of Yeſternight, is now forgotten. 


ART AB AN. 
lt grieves me much to ſay, my Royal Mother, 
cannot take a Crown upon theſe Terms, 
ho' even from your Hands: The conſcious Virtue 
hat witneſſes within my Breaſt for Glory, 
nts me to Greatneſs by the Paths of Honor, 
nd urges me-to do as a King ought, 
lat would not wear his Purple as the Gift 
f impious Treachery and baſe Deceit. 

D2UEEN. 
amazement turns my Senſes ! Or I dream ! 
r ſure thou canſt not mean ſo poor a Folly, 
al thou been bred in the wiſe Arts of Empire? 
en early taught to know the Worth of Power? 
id wouldſt thou loſe the golden Opportunity 
th which thy Fortune courts thee, for a Notion ? 
empty Sound of Virtue ? A dry Maxim, 
ich Pedants have devis d for Boys to canvas? 
u my fon think ſo meanly ? Go, ſet ſree 
ace Honor bid) this Lordly Elder Brother, 
E 2 
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Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleaſures, 


bs 
And live dependant on his ſcanty Penſion ; ibs 


lhe 


He may reward thy ſervile Loyalty, And 
And make thee Ruler of ſome petty Province, Fre 
In Recompence of Rovalty giv'n up. or let 
GSRTABAN. I durſt 

No; (tho I muſt confeſs I would not hold him Met tn 
Caught in a Villain's Snare, nor do a Murder I Obſcy: 
Unworthy of a Hangman) yet to death LD: if e 
J ftill defy him as my mortal Foe. [By all 


And ſince my Father's Fate diſſolves that Truce, It mall 
To which I ſtood engag'd, 'tis War again. | 


Amidft the fteely Squadrons will I ſeek "Tis 
This haughty Brother, by his Friends ſurrounded, . 
And back'd with all th' Advantage of his Birth; And mn: 
Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, Fn in 
He falſly brands me for a bookiſh Coward, [Perhaps 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preference, WM zefore 3 
Since Fate meant me the King. Twill b 
2 And yie 
A Mother's Care is watchful for thy Safety, 

Elſe wert thou loſt, thou honorable Fool; You, 
Long might'ſt thou vainly hunt in bloody Fields ¶ And bid 
For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune Thefs of 


Now reaches to thy Hands : In Battles with 

Uncertain Wings the wavering Goddeſs flies, 

And oft with partial Hand beſtows her Favor For ough 
On Fools and thick-skull'd Heroes; ſeize her noi ]s not th) 


While ſhe is thine, or ſhe is loſt for ever. Which in 
ART ABA MN. Exiſts by 

No matter, let her fly ; the Eagle Virtue Miſtaken 
Shall ſoar beyond her, and command her flight: I Has, like 
Fortune is not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. Think'ſt t 
Poſterity, that reads the Name of Artaban Would lay 


In the Records of Empire, ſhall not bluſh r truſt e 


CS, 


Or truſt em to the Guidance of a Boy, 
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ro think I plotted with a knavith Prieſt, 

The Scandal of his venerable Function, 

And Mark of the Gods Vengeance, to betray 

A Prince my Enemy; as if being conſcious 

Of leſſer Worth, and of unequal Courage, 

I durſt not fairly ſtrive with him for Greatneſs, 

Let the abhorr'd and impious Treachery 

Obſcurely die unknown to future Ages; 

Or if our Shame muſt be deliver'd down, 

by all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, 

It hall not paſs without a Brand of Puniſhment. 
| DUEEN. | 

'Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king it rarely! 
You mean to be renown for early Juſtice, 

And mark your oftentatious Love of Virtue, 

Ev'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power: 

Perhaps we too ourſelf muſt be arraign'd 

Before your puny Bar, and feel your Ax; 

'Twill be a noble Subject for your Praiſe, 

And yield much Matter to declaiming Flatterers. 
 ARTABAN. 

You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature blinds me 
And bids me ſee no Faults in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that dare 

DUEEN. 

May be immortal, 
For ought that thou canſt do to cauſe their Fate, 
Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favor, 
Which in precarious wiſe on me depending, 
Exiſts by my Concurrence to its Being ? 
Miſtaken Youth ! whoſe giddy Brain Ambition 
Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapors, turn'd ; 
Think'ſt thou that I, whoſe Soul was form'd for SWay, 
Would lay the Golden Reins of Empire down ? 


E 3 Who 
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Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 
According to the Dictates of old Morals, 
His bearded Tutor gieans from muſty Authors ? 
R -. 

Nay then, 'tis time I ſhould exert myſelf; 
And tho* you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
[Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 
And ftampt the Mark of Greatueſs on my Soul) 
I claim my Right to Empire: may J fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any ſuperior Being, but thoſe Gods. 

DUEEN, 
Thou rav'ſt, and haſt forgot me. 


A RTABAN. 


No, You are 


My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to obey ; 

On that Condition all the Sex's Privileges 

Are founded: the creating Hand. has mix'd 

Softneſs and Beauty in your Compoſition, 

To charm and bend the Mind of Man, impatient 

Of the ignoble Pleaſure ; you were made for 

The Weakneſs and Neceſſities of Nature: 

Ill are your feeble Souls for Greatneſs ſuited : 

Defire of Government is monſtrous in you. 
DUEEN. 


Thou mighty Goddeſs, Nature! doſt thou hear 


This Rebel Son; this inſolent Upbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Boſom ? 
To build whoſe future Greatneſs to the Skies, 
My anxious Soul has labor'd more than when 
J felt a Mother's Sorrow for his Birth: 
Ungrateful Boy ! 


Know, Fool! that vaunt'ſ thyſelf upon thy Manhood 


The greateſt He thy rougher Kind e'er had, 
Muſt have confeſs'd Woman's ſuperior Wit, 
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And own'd our Sex's juſt Prerogative. 

Did not a Mother's Fondneſs plead hard for thee, 

| Thy Head ſhould pay the Forfeit of thy Inſolence ; 
For know, young King, that I am Fate in Per/a, 
And Life and Death depend upon my Pleaſure. 


ARTABAN. 
The World would be well govern'd, ſhould the Gods 


| Depute their Providence to Women's Care, 
And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Empires, 


DUEZN. 
Yet thou art ſaſe. Away, nor tempt me further, 


The Patience ev'n of Gods themſelves has Limits, 


Tho' they with long Forbearance view Man's Folly, 
Yet if thou ſtill perſiſt to dare my Power, 
Like them I may be urg'd to looſe my Vengeance, 


And tho thou wert my Creature, ſtrike thee dead. 


MIR Z A. 
Beſeech you, Sir, retire; the Queen your Mother, 
Labors with wifeſt Foreſight for your Good, 
And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that Purpoſe. 


ARTABAN. 
What! is the Good of Greatneſs, but the Power? 


Madam, I leave you; my own innate Virtue 
Arms me againſt your Rage, unjuſt and impotent: 
Wait but the great Succeſs my Soul divines, 

And you will own your little juggling Arts 

Have only ſerv'd to obſtruct a while my Glory, 
And ſkreen this elder Brother from my Conqueſt. 


[Exeunt Artaban and Cleanthes. 


| DUEEN. 
Some envious Pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Demon, 
Works anderhand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 
And countermines me with Domeſtic Jars. 
Malicious Chance ! When all abroad was ſafe, 


To ſtart an unſeen Danger from myſelf ! 


E 4 Mirza. 
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Mirga, didſt not thou mark the haughty Boy? 
With what afuming Pride he own'd his Daring, 


And claim'd Superiority of Power ? 
Ch can ] live and bear to be controll'd ? But b 
To ſhare the Pleaſure of ſupreme Command To b. 
With him or any one? Oh Artimiſa, And 
Didſt thou diſdain Sabjection to a Huſband, 
The proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man, You 
And canft thou yield © a Boy, a Son, by Nature Each 
And N Duty to Obedience bound ? 
MIX Z A. The 
ie let me intreat you, by the Gods, 


To calm your juſt Reſentments: Medling Foftune, 

(Whoſe Malice labors to perplex the Wile) 

If not prevented, will unravel all 

Thoſe finer Arts, which we with Care have wove, 

The Prince led on by this pernicious Honor, 

May ſet the Pris'ners free; think, if that happen, 

To what a Shock of Fate we ftand expos'd. 
DOVEEN. | Enter C 

Tis true; this fooliſh Honor ruins all. 
Ridiculous Notion ! as if Self-Interett 
Were not the firft and nobleſt Law of Nature. 


Say then, wife Lord, and let thy ready Wit. E 
Still preſent to itſelf, avert this Blow. I 
MIRZA. 3 Ch my 
One Method, tho ungentle, yet remains 7 Va 
To remedy the Fears this Ill produces; The pi 
This Inftant let a Guard confine the Prince, By Hea 
Ere he can gain the Means t'effect that Miſchief 
He meditates againſt himſelf and us : Tis 


To. morrow, early as the Morning dawns, Sad ww 
The Priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpatch'd, Her 8 
This raging Fit of Honor will relax, Why wi 
And give him leiſure to conſider coolly 
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Th' Advantage of his Fortune. 
QUEFN 
You have Reaſon ; 
And tho” I fear his haughty Temper will 


| But badly brook Confinement, he muſt learn 
Io bear it as he can; perhaps 'twill bend him, 


And make his Youth more pliant to my Will. 


MIRZ A. 
Your Orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 


Fach Minute of the flying Hours is precious. 


DUBEEN. 
The Eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us, 


He ſhall receive Inſtructions on the Inſtant. 


[Exeant the Quten and Mirza ſeverally. 


— 


S e R NE 
MIR Z A's Palace. 


Enter CLEONE in Man's Habit, auith a Dark-Lanthorn, 
BE LIZ A following. 


C LEON. 


E gentle Powers, who view our Cares with Pity 
Lend your Compaſſion to the poor Amefgris. 
Ch my Peliza! was not thy Soul wounded, 
To hear (when now we paſt by her Apartment) 
The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings ? 
By Heav'n, my aking Heart bleeds for her Sufferings, 
Z E12 A. 
'Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt Pangs of Woe; 
And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 
Her Grief would deeply fink into my Soul. 
Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand Dangers ? 
E 5 Yon 
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Your Father's and the furious Queen's Reſentment. | 
The cruel Guards, and all thoſe fatal Accidents, fi 


Which in the Horror of this dreadful N ight Hy] cots 
Might ſhake the Reſolution of a Man ? E A 2 
CLEO VE. To ſ 

Pr'ythee no more; thou know'ſt I am reſolv'd, It pa 
And all thy kind Advice is urg'd in vain; 5 The 
Thy fond miſtaking Fears preſent the Danger That 
More dreadful than it is: This Maſter. key : Ther 


Admits me thro? that Paſſage to the Temple, E 
By which the Guards, who ſeiz'd the unhappy Prin Why 
This Morning, enter'd; that of all the reſt This 


Js only left unguarded, and from thence, Yet 4 
Aſſiſted by the friendly Veil of Night, And 1 
We may conduct him thro' my Father's Palace Death 
In ſafety to the Street; there undiſtinguith'd If the 
Amongſt the buſy diſcontented Crowd, Whic] 
That ſwarm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire; My St 
Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen &er know One h 
The pious Fraud my Love was guilty of. And L 
BELIZE. 
Yet ſtill I fear: 
CLEONE. En 
No more, retire and leave me: 
My drooping Heart fits lighter than it's wont, 
And cheerfully preſages good Succeſs. | | 1 
BE LIZ A. | : 
Where ſhall I wait you? 
CLEONE. E. 
At my own Apartment. 
B ELI ZA. ; 
The mighty Gods protect you. FI. 
CLEONE. An 
Softly : Retire. And rei 


[Exit Bela, Was it 
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what Noiſe was that ?!—The Creature of my Fears, 
In vain, fond Maid, wouldſt thou belye thy Sex, 

EZ Thy coward Soul confeſſes thee a Woman, 

A fooliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going: 
To fave my Godlike Hero. Oh my Heart 

It pants and trembles ; ſure 'tis Joy, not Fear: 

2 The Thought has giv'n me Courage ; I ſhall ſave him, 
That darling of my Eyes. What if I fail? 

Then Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrows. 


[Shewing a Dagger. 


Why doſt thou ſhake, my Hand, and fear to graſp 
This Inſtrument of Fate ? If 1 ſucceed, 

vet 4rtaxerxes will not live for me; 

And my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy Proſpe&. 

| If then there be that Lethe and Alyſium, 

Which Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark Stream 
My Soul, of Life impatient, ſhall make haſte. 
One healing Draught my Quiet ſhall reſtore, 
And Love forgotten, ne'er diſturb me more. 


[Exit Cleone. 


3 x 


SCENE Ml 
A Night-Scene of the Temple of the Sun. 
Enter ARTAXERXES ard MEMNON., 


ARTAXERNAES. 
TILL 'tis in vain! this idle Rage is vain ; 
And yet my ſwelling Paſſions will have way; 
And rend my laboring Breaſt till they find vent. 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me 
Great like yourſelves, and as a King, to be 
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Your ſacred Image ? Was it but for this ? Aud! 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, : 

Like the falſe Object of miſtaken Worſhip ? on 
Why rather was I not a peaſant Slave, Altho- 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, Shall 
And to my deſtin d Load inur'd betimes ? | ; Scarr c 


MEMNON. 

The Malice of our Fate were not compleat, 
Had we not been by juſt Degrees to Happineſs 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an Abyſs of Woes, Early Sccceſs 
Met and attended ail my youthful Wars; 

Ard when I ruih'd amidit the dreadful Battel, 


Be cag 
Thus « 
My Fo 
And tr: 
Shall I 
Or ſme; 


The weaker Genii of our {fan Monarchs Rage 
Shrunk from the Force of a ſuperior Fate; But, oh 
Oer. match'd they fell, and by my Sword were fwept N Tho' to 
Ike common beings from the glorious Field. Where i 
Then was the Day of joyous Triumph, then, My Cha 
My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 
But now-— what am I now? Odamn'd Reverſe of 
Fortune ! | 
Now, when my Age would be indulg'd in eaſe, Not {1 
And joy in Pleaſure of my former Fame, 
Now I am curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 
iviy Foes Deriſion, and the Scorn of Cowards. 
ART AXERASS. Was fh 

Oh Torture of my Soul] damn'd racking Thought! MVhilit ev 
n not I too referv'd for ſervile Vaſſalage? Heard he 
'I's be the Subject of a Boy's Command ? heir floy 
A Boy by Nature ſet beneath wy Sway, forc'd fre 
And born to be my Slave ! Shall he triumph, Ev'n on c 
And bid me live or die? Shall he diſpoſe ere kind 
His beardleſs Viſage to a ſcornful Smile, hen, whi 
And tell me that his Pleaſure is my Fate hen eve 


No; my diſdain{ul-Soul ſhall ſtruggle out, = ind thoſe 
| | And 


The Ambitious Step- Mother, 
And ftart at once from its diſhonor'd Manſion. 
MEMNON. 
Oh royal Thought! Nor ſhall they keep back Death, 
Altho' its common Means be not in reach. 
Shall my old Soldier's outſide, rough and hardy, 
Scarred o'er with many an honorable Mark, 
he cag'd for public Scorn ! Shall a Dog tell me, 
Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 
My Foot ſball ſpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 
And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs ? 
| Shall I not rather choak, hold in my Breath, 
Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillow with my Brains? 
ART AXERXES. 
Rage, or ſome God ſhall ſave us from Diſhonor. 
| But, oh my Father! Can we take our flight, 
fwept I Tho' to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my Queen, my Bride, 
My Charmer, my Ameftris ? 
| MEMNON. 
erſe of Speak not of her, 


ARTAXERXNES. 
Not ſpeak ? 


MEMNON. 
Nor think of her, if poſſible. 
ARTAXERXES. 

Was ſhe not ſnatch'd, torn from my helpleſs Arms, 
Whilſt every God look'd on, and ſaw the Wrong, 
Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ſtrove to rouze 
heir flow unready Vengeance? Was ſhe not 
Forc'd from my panting Boſom (yet I live) 

Lv'n on our Bridal Day? Then, when our Flames 
ere kindly join'd, and made but one Dedre ? 

hen, when ſhefigh'd and gaz'd, andbluſh'd and figh'd ? 
hen every Touch, when every Joy grew fiercer, 

ind thoſe that were behind were more than mortal! 


To 


dught 


| And 
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To loſe her then! oh! — 


And yet you bid me think of her no more. O 
MEMNON. | To | 
I do; for the bare mention turns my Brain, | The 
And even now I border upon Madneſs; Prag 
So dreadful is the very Apprehenſion Wou 
Of what may be. | A Sc 
ARTAXERXES. | By hi 
Can we make Thought g0 back Let n 
Will it not turn again, cleave to our Breaſts, That 
And urge Remembrance till it ſting us home? Let m 
Ha ! now the ghaſtly Scene is ſet before me; To ip 
And as thou ſaidſt it runs me to Diſtraction; 
Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, AF 
Held vile, and treated like an abject Slave! A Hus 
Helplefſs amidſt her cruel Foes fhe ſtands, If ther 
Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her Tears, Transfi 
And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. Fall or 
MEMNON. Leſt if 
Would that were all. And inj 
ARTAXERXNES. Run ba 
Ha! Whither would'ſt thou drive ne And wit 
MEMNON. From k1 
Did you like me conſider that Dog Mirza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, Enter 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 
On Virtue which he hates, when in his Power. This \ 
ARTAXERXNES. dure *tis-t 
What is the work ? And yet! 
ME MN OV. | 
| What my old faltring Tongue This G 
Trembles to utter; goatiſh Luſt and Rape. Love, Sor 
ARTAXERXES. Wir mad ( 


Ha! og! if there are Gods, it is impoſſible. 
MEMNO: 
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NE NNO N- 
Oh! dreadful Image for a Father's Thought! 
| To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaſt, 
| The Joy of Sight, and Comfort of his Age, 
| Dragg'd by a Villain Slave, his ruthleſs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cell, 
A Scene for Horror fit, there to be blotted 
| By his foul Luft, till Appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow ſavage firit, let this old Hand 
| That oft has bleſs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd: 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my Foot, 
To ſpare a Father's greater Shame and Sorrow. 
ART AXERXES. 
A Father ! What's a Father's Plague to mine? 
A Husband and a Lover! If it can be, 
If there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in ſtore, 
Transfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder 
Fall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Center, 
Left if I ſhould ſurvive my ruin'd Honor 
And injur'd Love, I ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, 
Run banning and blaſpheming thro' the World, 
And with my Execrations fright your Worſhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 


back? 


8, 


rive me! 


Enter CL EON E with à dark Lanthorn and Key, 


1d fear 
CLEONE. 

er. This Way the echoing Accents ſeem to come: 
dure tis the wretched Prince]! oh can you hear him, 
And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods ? 

| ART AXERXNES. 

on gue This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits well my Soul, 

| Love, Sorrow, conſcious Worth, and Indignation, 
fir mad Confuſion in my lab ring Breaſt, 

| oſſible. 

3 vol | And 
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And I am all o' er Chaos. 


C LEONE. 
Is this, alas! 
The State of Artaxerxes, Per/ia's Heir ? 


Not one poor Lamp to chear the diſmal Shade ; Aban 
Of this huge holy Dungeon ! Slaves, Murderers, f And 
Villains that Croſſes wait for, are not us'd thus: But tl 
I'll ſhew myſelf. A Pri 


[ She turns the Light, and comes toward But fo 


Artaxerxes and Memnon. Until 
MEMNONMN. | 
Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? WF 
ARTAXERXES. Thou | 
Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it welcome, ! hat u 
It brings an end of Wretchedneſs. | Obſery 
CLEONE. 
Speak lower ; The) 
I am a Friend: Long live Prince Artaxeræ es. Keep er 
ARTAXERXES. Thro' 1 
What Wretch art thou, that hail'ſt me with a Curſe! 
Come from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, Ha ! : 
And if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it boldly: Ruin, T 
We with to die. Can Lik 
CLEONE. © From hi 
Think better on my Errand ; Rather, 
I bring you Bleſſings, Liberty, and Life, To plung 
And come the Miniſter of happier Fate. In Miſer 
[Turns the Light on hen, as yet to 
Now down, my Blood, down to my trembling Heart - utme 
Nor ſparkle in my Viſage to betray me. [Zu ſets 
ARTAXERXES. 3 
Ha!] as I hve, a Boy! a bluſhing Boy! he Pris' 
Thou wert not form'd ſure for a Murderer's Office; Une 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 70 ortuna 
CLEONM, ge « 


| My wretch 
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C LEONE. 
Oh ſeek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 


Which known imports you not. I am a Youth 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 


ers, ö "ne | 
1 hut this that puts it in my Power to ſave ; 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, } 
FE But follow thro' the Mazes that I tread, 0 
Until you find your Safety. bf 
ARTAXERXNES. i 
he? | Fe Thus forbidding, 
2 Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t'enquire: Are then the Guards, , 
Ra That when the Day went down, with ſtricteſt Watch |; 
: | Obſerv'd the Temple Gates, remov'd or fled? 
CLEONE. ö 
r They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd ! 
Keep every Paſſage; only one remains 1 
Thro' Mirza's Palace, open to your Flight. il 
a Curſe! MEMNON. f 
_ Ha! Mirza! there's Damnation in his Name, i 
: Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it ; is 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come | 
From him? or ought that has an Intereſt in him? ö 
4 Rather, ſuſpect this feigning Boy his Inſtrument, | 
fo To plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, | 
In Miſery ; perhaps ſome happy Accident, 1 
n ben As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from I 
> Hear he utmoſt Malice of his Hate while here, 1 
8 4 This ſets his wicked Wit at work to draw us ol 
Forth from this holy Place; much better be if 
The Pris ners of the Gods, than wear his Fetters. il 
Office;  CLEONE. Fg 
We Unfortunate Suſpicion ! What ſhall I ſay id 
TON To urge em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve li 
My wretched ſelf unknown? Ala id 
ARTAX. [il 
| 
N 


And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life, 
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ARTAXERNXNES. 
Surely that Face 


H 
ö Doſt 


Was not deſign'd to hide diſſembled Malice. 
Say, Youth, artthouof Mirxa's Houſe (as ſure thou mu! | Tis. 
If thou pretend'f to lead us that Way forth) 
And canſt thou be a Friend to A4r!averxes, : 
Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, That 
With moſt opprobrious Injuries has loaded ? The! 
C LEONE. | The \ 
Tho' I am his, yet ſure I never ſhard But th 
His Hate. Shall I confeſs and own my Shame The! 
Oh Heavens LA 
M EMNON. | Som 


Mark, th' unready Traitor ſtammers; W Anden 


Half. bred and of the Mungrel Strain of Miſchief, if j migh 


He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, And fl 
His deep-deſigning Lord had better plotted. 
Away ! thinks he ſo poorly of our Wit, I grieve 
To gull us with a Novice ? If our Fate | Debars 
Has giv'n us up, and mark'd us for Deſtruction, (Which 
Tell him, vie are reſolv'd to meet it here, To-mor 
C LEONE. The cru 
Vet hear me, Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent Oh fly ! 
By Mirza, to enſnare you, know ] ſerve May tha 
(Oh Gods! to what am I reduc'd !) [4/ide. ]—tis Deprive 


Daughter : A Make m. 
Some God compaſſionate of your Woes has flirr'd And afte 


A Woman's Pity in her ſofter Breaſt; Fi have 
And tis from her I come to give you Liberty. 


I beg you to believe me. [She avec No, I 
ARTAXERXNES. dince I re 
See, he weeps ! by her ar 


MEMNON. And on a 
The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command, the yours 
And now they flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. 


 ARTAMN 


Ou mul, 
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ART AXERXES. 
His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? I have ſeen the Maid, 


Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe ſend thee to me? 
| 'Tis an unlikely Riddle. Z 


MEMNON. 
Perhaps 'tis meant, 


i That ſhe who ſhares his poiſonous Blood, ſhall ſhare 
| The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and inure 
| The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief. 


But thou her Inſtrument, be gone, and ſay, 
The Fate of Princes is not ſport for Girls. 


_ CLEONE,., 
Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 


| And nought but Death remains : O that by that 


I might perſuade him to believe and truſt me; 
And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him! 
| [ 4/rae. 
I grieve, my Lord, to find your hard Suſpicion | 
Debars me from preſerving your dear Life, 
(Which not your own Ameſtris wiſhes more. 
To-morrow's Dawn (oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. 
Oh fly! let me conjure you, ſave yourſelf. 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful Beams for ever, 
Make me the wretched'ſt thing he ſees while living, 
And after Death the loweft of the Damn'd, 
If I have any Thought but for your Safety. 
ART AXERNES. 
No, I have found the Malice of thy Miftreſs ; 
vince I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proferr d 
dy her ambitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, 
the vows revenge on me for {lighted Beauty. 


CLEONE, 
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CLEONE. 
My Lord, you do her moſt unmanly Wrong, 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ame/tris, 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd you. 
Oh! ſpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin Fame 
In Silence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your Virtues, 
Bleſs'd you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd; 
This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindly 
Th' officious Piety that would have ſav'd you. 
Careleſs of an offended Father's Rage, 
For you alone concern'd, ſhe charg'd me guide you 
When midnight Sleep had clos'd obſerving Eyes, 
Safe thro' her Father's Palace with this Key — 
And if I met with any that durſt bar 
Your Paſſage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus 
je [Stabs herjelf 
ARTAXERNXES. [catching her as ſbe fall. 
What haſt thou done, raſh Boy ? | 
CLEONE. 
Giv'n you the laſt, 
And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 
J held your Life much dearer than my own. 
| MEMNON. 
Horrid Amazement chills my freezing Veins! 
C LEONE. 

Let me conjure you with my lateſt Breath, 
Make haſte to ſeize the Means that may preſerve 50 
This Key, amidſt the Tumult of this Night, 

| [Giving the kt 
Will open you a way thro' Mirza's Palace. 
May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight: _ 
And oh! when all your hopes of Love and Glory 
Are crown'd with juſt Succeſs, will you be good, 
And think with Pity on the loſt Cleone ? | 
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ART AXERMNES. 
Ten thouſand diſmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts 


| Oh! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, 
Thou moſt unhappy Fair-one? 


CLEONE. 
Spare my Shame, 
Nor call the Blood that flows to give me Peace, 


Back to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget 
| Who was my Father? And remember only 
How much I wiſh'd I had deſerv'd your Friendſhip ? 


Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and ſay, your Love? 
But twas not in my Fate. 
ARTAXERMNES. 
What ſhall I ſay, 
To witneſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 
But, oh! why wouldfſt thou give this fatal Inftance ? 
Why haſt thou Rain'd me with thy Virgin Blood ? 
| ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The Malice of thy Father, tho' he ſeeks 
My Life and Crown; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins; look up, and live, 
And thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 
CLEONE. 
Oh charming Sounds ! that gently lull my Soul 
To everlaſting Reſt; I ſwear 'tis more, 
More Joy to die thus bleſs'd, than to have liv'd 
A Monarch's Bride; may every Blefling wait you 
In War and Peace, ſtill may you be the greateſt, 
The Favorite of the Gods, and Joy of Men 
| faint — Oh! let me lean upon your Arm — 


[She dies, 


 ARTAXERNXNES. 
Hold up the Light, my Father: Ha ! ſhe ſwoons ! 
The iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 


And ſee, like Lilies nipp'd with Froſt, they languiſh. 
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MEMNON. 

My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 
And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt; | 
Ill-fated Maid ! too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou drew'ſ thy Being! Sure the Gods, 
Angry ere while, will be at length appeas d 
With this egregious Victim: let us tempt em 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile. 

ART AIXEBRAES. 

| A Beam of Hope 

Strikes thro' my Soul, like the firſt infant Light 
That glanc'd upon the Chaos ; if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours again : 
But oh! whate'er Succeſs or Happineſs 
Attend my Life, ſtill fair unhappy Maid, 
Still ſhall thy Memory be my Grief and Honor, 
On one fix'd Day in each returning Year, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard Fate ſhall mourn, 
And with freſh Roſes crown thy Virgin Urn, 
Till in Ely/um bleſs'd, thy gentle Shade 
Shall own my Vows of Sorrow juſtly paid. [ Exeurt. 
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ACT v. se ENE I 


MIRZ A' Palace. 


Euter Mi R Z A, Manas, and Attendants with Lights. 


MIRZ A. 


HO! You o'er-rate the Danger. 
P MAGAS. 
If I do, 
We err in the Extremes, fince you eſteem.it 


As much too lightly; think you then 'tis nothing, 


This horrid Jar of Tumult and Confuſion ? 
Heads white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience, 
Who yet remember all the different Changes 
A rolling Age produces, cannot call 
To mind one Inſtance dreadful as this Night. 
internal Diſcord hideous to behold, 
Hangs like 1ts evil Genius o'er the City, 
And ſends a Snake to every vulgar Breaſt. 
from ſeveral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm, 
Arm'd with the Inſtraments of haſty Rage, 
And in confus'd diſorderly Array 

Moſt formidable march: their differing Clamors, 
Together join'd, compoſe one differing Sound; 
Arm! Arm! they cry, Religion is no more, 
Our Gods are ſlighted, whom if we revenge not, 
War, Peſtilence, and Famine will enſue, 


[And univerſal Ruin ſwallow all. 


MIRZ A, 
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MIRZ A. 
A Crew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves, 
With eaſe ſtirr'd up to Mutiny, and quell'd 
With the ſame eaſe, with like expreſſions Shew. 
Their Joy or Anger, both are Noiſe and Tumult, 
And ſtill when Holidays make Labor ceaſe, 
'They meet and ſhout: do theſe deſerve our Fears ? 
 MAGAS. 
Moſt certainly they may ; if we conſider 
Each Circumſtance of Peril that concurs; 
Tigranes, with the reſt that '{cap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wrong 


Which with the Gods their Prince and Memnon ſuffer, 


MIRZ A. 

Nor need we fear ev'n that, ſafe in the Aid 
And Number of our Friends, who treble theirs : 
For this mad Rout that hum and ſwarm together, 
For want of ſomewhat to employ their Folly, 
Indulge em in their Fancy for Religion. 

'Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Shall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred Fire, 
And all our golden Gods ; let their Friends Judge 
{t ſtill they look not kindly as of old: 
"T's a moſt apt Amuſement for a Crowd, 
They'll gaze and gather round the gaudy Shew, 
And quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny. 
A Guard ſhall wait you. 
MAGAS. 

Why go not you too with us? 

They hold your Wiſdom in moſt high regard, 

And will be greatly ſway'd by your Perſuaſion ; 

Eh” occaſion is well worth your Care and Preſcnce 
MIRZ A. 

Oh! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my Friend, 
My Hours this Night are deſtin'd to a Task 
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Of more import, than are the Fates of Millions 


Each groveling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 
; immature, nor worth your preſent Knowledge: 


Fa o-morrow that and all my Breaſt is yours. 
alt, T muſt not, dare not truſt him with my Weakneſs, 
will mark me for his Scorn; tis yet ſome Wiſdom, 
ars? ric mull needs be Fools, to hide our Folly. [4/ide- 
MAG As. 
| He means the Pris'ners Death; let him engroſs 
The People's Hate, monopolize Damnation, 
: will be ſafely ignorant of Miſchief.  [ 4/ade. 
TONS lereafter when your Wiſdom {hall think fit 
ſuffer, o ſhare thoſe Thoughts, and truſt em with your Friend, 
HE ſhall be pleas'd to know; this inſtant Hour, 
My Cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 
5 Thich haſtes me hence. | 
ner, MIRZ A. 
May all your God«s aſſiſt you. 
[ Excunt . 
* SCENE. 
W. An Apartment in MIRZ a's Palace. 
Enter AMESTRIS. 
AM EST RIS. 
ILL ye not hear, ye ever. gracious Gods? 
1; Since ſure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, 


reſence Wit only try the Strength of our trail Virtue.) 
ne not my Sorrows full? can ought be added ? 
Friend, Y Royal Lord, and Father? yet dear Names 
i Which my all of Happineſs was ſumm'd, 
Of et have the Miniſters of Fate done with you? 
or F Are 
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98 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


Are you not dead ? Too ſure! That's paſt a doubt; 
O Memnon! oh my Prince] my Father! oh my Husband! 


Enter MIR 2 A. 


MIR Z 4. | 

" Such Juno was (except alone thoſe Tears) 
When, upon 7da's Top ſhe charm'd the God, 
That long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 
Made him forget the Buſineſs of the World, 
And lay aſide his Providence, t'employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. 
And ſure twas worth the while; had I been Jobe, 
So had I too been pleas'd to be deceiv'd 
Inta immortal Joys. O ceaſe thy Tears ! 

|  AMEST RIS. 

Give 'em me back, or if the Grave and thou 
Reſtore to none, oh join my Fate to theirs ! 

Shut us together in ſome ſilent Vault, 
Where J may fit and weep till Death's kind Hand 
Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 
And hum my Sorrows in eternal Slumber, 
MIRZ A. 

In pity to your Form aſſwage thoſe Tears, 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane; nor let your Breaſt 
Harbor a Fear: I wage not War with Fair-ones; 
But with you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you; 
Let Joy, the Native of your Soul, return, 

And Love's gay God ſit ſmiling in your Eyes, 
And erſt he did; I wiſh you wond'rous well, 

And would ſo fully recompence the Loſs | 

You fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, 
Yourſelf ſhould own your Fortunes are well chang'd. 
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| V AMESTRIS. 

ch impious Comforter ! talk'ſt thou of Joy, 
When Nature dictates only Death and Horror? 
. s there a God can break the Laws of Fate, 

And give me back the precious Lives I've loſt ? 
| hat nam ſt thou Recompence ? Can ought atone 
For Blood ? A Father's and a Husband's Blood ? 

Puch Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 


doubt; 
[usband! 


le leaps amidſt the helpleſs bleating Flock. 
| MIRZ A. 
Away with this Perverſeneſs of thy Sex, 
(Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and Sobbings, 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And to thy Wiſh I will indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all th' imagin'd Splendor of the Gods 
shall match thy Pomp, ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine, 
The Boaſt and Glory of our Afan World; 
Nor ſhall one She of all thy tow'ring Sex 
[Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power. 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place ſupreme. 
| AMESTRIS. 
There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
My murder'd Lord, and his dark gaping Grave, 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
| MIRZ A. 
Oh liſten, gentle Maid, while I impart 
A Story of ſuch ſoftneſs to thy Ear, 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
as &o with its Influence huſh thy ſtormy Griefs. 
AMEST RIS. 
Be gone; and if thou bear'ſ one Thought of Pity 
In that hard Breaſt, oh leave me to myſelf, 
Nor by thy Preſence, hideous to my Soul, 
Ag, And horrid Conſolations, ſtrive to add 


Jove, 


d Hand 
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When having ſlain the Shepherd, ſmear'd with Gore; 
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100 The Ambitious Step- Mother. 
To my full Woes, that ſwell'd without thy help, 
Already riſe and bubble o'er the Margin. 

MIRZ A. 
What if I talk'd of Love? 
AMEST RIS. 
Of Love? Oh Monſter ! 
NIR A. | 
f Love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair Frame, 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky; 


That ſparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerable: 


And fo art thou and I, ſince Love made all; 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms 

In friendly League, and bid em be a World. 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to blaſpheme 
Thy great Creator ; thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar Service; thy bright Eyes, 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy rifing ſnowy Boſom, 
Thy every Part was made to furniſſ Joy, 


 Evn to a riotous Exceſs of Happineſs : 


Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charms, | 
And take my Wealth, my Honor, Pow'r, take all, 
All, all for Recompence. 


AMESTRYIS. 
Execrable Wretch! 


Thus, is it thus thou wouldſt aſſwage my Sorrows ? 


When thy inhuman bloody Cruelty, 
Now with redoubling Pangs cleaves my poor Heart, 


Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter 
To proffer impious Love? Accurſed Fiend! 
Horror and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury; 
Still with my echoing: Cries I will purſue thee, 
And halloo Vengeance in thy guilty Ears; 
Vengeance for Murder! for my Prince's Murder! 
And for my poor old Father ! Think not, Villain, 
Who art the Plague and Scourge of Human Kind, 
That 
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That there is Peace for thee, whilit I run mad 


With raging Sorrow ; V egeance, Vengeance waits thee, 


Great as my Woes !—My dear, dear Artaxerxes ! 
MIRZ A. | 
I am not lucky at the gloſing Art 
Of catching Girls with Words, but tis no matter, 
Force is a ſure Reſort; and when at laſt 
Fierce as a tow'ring Faulcon from her Height, 
ſtoop to ſtrike the Prey, it is my own. Aude. 


Obſtinate Fool, how dar'ſt thou croſs my Wiſhes? 


Since the ſame Hand that has aveng'd me well 
Upon my other Foes, commands thy Fate ; 
Tho' Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty 
Reach out her Hand to fave thee, yet if urg'd, 
Revenge may ſtill take place: think well on that. 
AMESTRISE. 

That, that is all the Mercy which I aſk ; 
Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood, 
And haſten me to Peace, My Woman's Heart 
Shall gather all its little Stock of Courage 
To arm me for the Blow. Tho' Death be terrible, 
Ghaitly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him; 
My better Life already 1s deſtroy'd, 
Imperfect now and wanting half myſelf, 
wander here in vain, and want thy Hand 
To guide and re-unite me to my Lord. 

MIRZ A. 
las! thou haſt not read aright thy Deſtiny, 

Matter of much Import requires thy Life, 
And ſtill detains thee here: Come, Pl! inſtruct thee, 


Wind put thee in the way of Fate's Deſign. 


{Laying hold on her. 
AMEZSTRIS. 
Unhand me, Villain ! 
MIX Z A. 


Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle, 
13 Nor 
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Nor frown, and look aſkew ; fantaſtic Sex ! 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force 8 
To your own Satisfaction. 
AMESTR&KES. 
Let me go, 
Abborr'd, deteſted Monſter ! Shall he brave you, 


You awful Gods? Shall not your Light'ning blaſt him 


MI 
Ohno! Yout Gods have Pleaſures of their own; 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton ore. 
Within whoſe Arms he revels, nor has Leiſure 
To mind thy fooliſh Screaming. 
| AMESTRTIS. 
Hear me now, ſweet Heaven! 


Save me, ye Gods! Oh fave me ! ſave me! ſaveme' 


MIX Z. A. 
Come, come along! you ſee you ſtrive in vain. 
[Striving _— Fr 
AMESTRIS, 
Is there nc Hope of Aid from Gods or Men ? 
Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, 
And with my Prayers and Tears implore thy Pity. 
MI R Z A. 
Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy Tongue, 
And all the flutt ring Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly on to the celeſtial Sound. 


| AMESTRIS. 

What ſhall I ſay to move him to Compaſſion? 
Thus groveling, proftrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my Virgin Honor, 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable, 
Yet worſe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy Race. 

And let old Memnon's Name with me be loft. 
If Death be not enough, let me live wretched ; 
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pull off theſe Robes, and clothe me like a Slave, 


Then ſend me out to labor at ſome Village, 

Where J may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, 

Be hardly us'd, and want e'en Food and Raiment: 

Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty ſhall change 

And make me loathſome as my Fellow. wretches. 

Oh ! let my Rags claim only this one Privilege, 

To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. 
MIRZ A. 
ThatT'ongue which pleads makes all intreating vain, 


| Thy every Motion, each complaining Accent 


Warms me afreſh, and urges new Deſire ; 
Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven nor Earth,] 
Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell ſhall ſave thee; 
[long to loſe my Age in thy Embraces, 
To baſk and wanton in thy warmer Sun 
Till a new Youth ſhoot thro' me. 
AMESTRTIS. 
Chaſte Diana, 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage Bed, 
[ Getting logſe from vim. 
Thou Royal Juno, Oh protect thy Votary ! 
MIR 2Z A. 
My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and ſhrink unequal to their Office. 
| pr'ythee yield, come, yield and be a Queen; 
[ Laying hold on her again. 
Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
Theſe fierce convulſive Starts, this Taging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. 
| AMESTRIS. 
O never, never, never, 
A Cauſe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 


To = laſt Gaſp, to Death I will reſiſt. 
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104 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


MIX Z A. 


My coward Strength, doſt thou go back from Beauty! 


Rouſe, and deſerve the Pleaſure thou would tafte, 


AMESTRIS. 
Unmanly Traitor !—ſeize him, all ye Fiends. 


DI the Struggle ſhe drawvs his own Ponyard, and tabs hin, 


NIR Z A, [ fallizg.] 
Damnation ! Oh my Heart! the curſed Steel 
Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 


AMESTRI C. 
There fink for ever; 
Nor rife again to plague the wretched World. 
NIN Z A. | 
My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly; 
Oh Idiot, Idiot! to be caught fo poorly ! 
Where are thy fine Arts now ? Unravel'd all, 
Mangled and cut to Pieces by a Girl ! 
Oh Shame of Wiſdom ! When Revenge was ſure, 
And Fate was in my Graſp, to loſe it all, 
Neglect the noble Game, run out my Years 


On the Purſuit of Joys I could not taſte ! _—— 
My Memory muſt be the Jeſt of Boys. 


AMESFRIS. © 
My boaſted Courage ſinks at Sight of Blood. 


[ Letting fall the Ponjari, 


Tho! juſtly ſhed, and I grow ſtiff with Horror. 


Mirza attempting to riſe, falls agait 


MIN Z A. 
It wo' not be ! Life guſhes out amain, 


And I ſhall die without Revenge or Aid : 
What Noiſe is that without there? Help! 


[Trampling wwithai. 
AMEST RIS, 


Oh ] 
What v 


| Bleedin: 


Then F 
duch as 


Oh n 


And thi 
The W. 


Methou 
And try 


Prepa 


Vour utr 


No m 


Let the i 


Then 


Thy Wo 


And pier 
t 


As wit 
[heard o 
Loud as 


Echoing 


When or 


The Ambitions Step-Motber. 105 


| AMEST#RIS. 
Oh Heavens 


Beauty) 
| taſte, What will become of me ? 
ds: Enter OR CHANE 5s haſtily. 
— © ORCHANES. 
My Lord! Where are you? 
tee] bleeding! and ontheGround ! What wretchedAccident ? 


Then Fate reſolves to make this Night compleat, 
Such as ſucceeding Horrors ne'er ſnall match. = 
r; IR Z. A. : | 
Oh my Orchanes ! I am fallen vilely, 
| And this laſt Part of Life will ſully all 
te The Wiſdom and Renown of what is paſt. 
echought thou talk'ſt of Horrors, ſpeak em boldly, 
And try if ought can add to this Confuſion. 
ORCHANES. | 
Prepare, my Lord, and fammon all your Wiſdom, 
ſure, IM Your utmoſt Conſtancy of Soul to hear 
| MIX Z A. 
No more! I cannot wait thy Preparation, 
Let the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. 
| ORCHANES. 
Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead 
. | MIR Z A. 


Ponyari 


| My Daughter ? 
Thy Words have met with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce ev thro' my Soul. Say, how ? Where? 


3 tell me! 


ORCHANES. 
As with a Guard I kept the Temple-Gates, 


heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 
: Loud as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 
without, Echoing their Rage thro' the vaſt ſounding Dome ; 
- 2 18| When on a ſudden ere the ne had gain'd 
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106 The Ambitious Step-Mother, 
Four Hours at moſt, the Noiſe was huſh'd in Silence 
Wond'ring, and curious of the Cauſe, I enter'd, 
And found (Oh Grief to Sight !) your lovely Dauphi 
Dreſs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead. 
One Wound was on her Breaſt. Why ſhe was ther 


Andi 
A De 
H ave 


Or how, we know not ; to compleat the Il], | Hea 
The Pris'ners both are fled. | Shall / 
MIX Z A. No, tc 
Fled ! 'tis impoſſible. O coul 
Ha! which way ? whither? how ? they could not ii I view 
AMESTRIS. aſe 
O wondrous Turn of Joy! Are they not dead then 901 © 
F177 : 
ORCHANES. ne, 
They could not ſcape the Guards; no other Paſſag 
Remain'd but yours, and even that was faſt. 
U pon the Inſtant I beſet each Avenue th 
Which to your Palace leads ; happily as yet 2 
: Now fl 
They are not paſs d from thence. . 
IME ST RIS. 12 5 
Guard em, ye Gods! WM - 
m mporte 
L Life ſta 
MIX Z A. i 1 ftrive 
Find 'em again, Orchanes, ere I die, Theſe f 
Or I am more than doubly damn'd ; this Loſs Tis De 


Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughter's Deatif nat N 
'Tis Death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune! 
She took the Moment when my Wiſdom nodded, 


| 8 
And ruin'd me at once. O doating Fool! 1 
Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman! My He: 
2 ficken; Nature fails me: Oh Revenge! That pl 


Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 
It ſhall ; Orcbanes, drag that Traitreſs to me. 
AMESTRIS. Oh m 


Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe me, 
2 | An 
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And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, 

A Devil's Drudge in Miſchief. Save me from Death, 
Have Pity on my Youth, Oh ſpare my Youth ! 

* [Orchanes pulls Ameſtris down to Mirza 

MIX Z A. 

Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down: 

Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, while I die childleſs ? 

No, to Cleone's Ghoſt thou art a Victim. 
O could I but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes 


Silence 
d, 
Daughtz 
ad..-: 
as there 


E 


4 not ij view thee now, I had been wiſe and ſafe ; 
That Face ſhall make no more Fools in this World, 
Down; bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 
ad then And try if thou canſt charm among'ſt the Dead. 
4 Die, Witch; Enchantreſs, die. [He flabs her. 
 AMESTRES. 
r Paſlag Ah! Mercy, Heavens ! 
MIX Z A. | 
I thank thee, Hand, at leaſt for this laſt Service, 
Now fly, Orchanes, haſte and tell the Queen, 
My lateſt Breath ſtays for her—Something I would 
Cod [ Exit Orchanes. 


Important to her Service— 1 breathe ſhort, 
Lite ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 

| firive in vain to hold it=—Ha.! what mean 

Theſe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight ? 

| Tis Death, I ſeel it plain; the dreadful Change 
's Dev That Nature ftarts at. Death !—Death What 
tune is Death! 
Tis a vaſt Diſquiſition, Prieſts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My Head turns round I cannot form one Thought 
That pleaſes me about it. Dy ing—muſt reſolve me. 
[Mirza dies. 
AMESTRIS. | 
Oh my hard Fortune] mult Idie? die now, 


r e, When 
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When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live? 

His dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Soul, 

And makes it linger in its ruin'd Houſe. 

Ha! ſure he's dead——'tis ſo, and now he ſtands 
[ Looking on Mirza, 

Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 

To aniwer to a long Account of Crimes ; Are y 

Had J but Strength, perhaps my Fate may yet [ Rijirg, Which “ 

rind out a Way to ſave me. 0. hold 

My Love and Father make Life worth my Care, 

Blas! my Blood flows faſt ; this way, I think. 


[ Goes off fainth, 


Enter at the other ſide Ax T AXERXES and ME MN 0 N, My cr 

evith a Sevord and Dark-Lanthorn. Ha! whi 

| | MEMNON. Forth 

Ha ! hay are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, Son. My lavif] 

ART AXERXNES. ls mal! 

And ſee, Blood and a Body on the Floor! On my l 

What means this Scene of Death? What Wretch art ruſt tho! 
thou ? | 

Oh all ye juſter Powers! tis , ſee, „What | 

He ſeems now dead. That has 

MEMNON. That v 


Damnation then is new to him. 
And if there be one deeper Pit of Sulphur, 
One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions, | 
He, as the moſt abandon'd Dog, may claim it, Oger; d 
And vie for Preference with Devils themſelves. ; 


Re-enter A MEST RIS. Oh ye e 
duld you 
AMESTRIS. ee. 


The Doors are guarded, Fate has clos'd me round, 
2 | ARTAXER AXE Cf Sure tw 


on. 


ch art 


5 him. 
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ARTAXEXES. 
Ha! art thou my Ameſtris ? 
MEMNOMN. 
Oh my Daughter ! 
[7 hey run to Her. 
AMESTRIS. | 
Are ye then come at laſt to bleſs my Eyes, 
Which could not cloſe without one parting View ? 
0, hold me, or I ſinx | 
MEMNON. 
Alas! my Child 
ART AXERXES. 
My cruel Fears ! why art thou pale and faint ? 
Ha! whence this Blood? Oh! killing SpeQtacle ! 
AMESTRTIS. 
Forth from my Heart, the crimſon River flows, 
My laviſh Heart, that haſtily conſumes ; 
Is ſmall Remain of Life: Oh lay me gently 
* my laſt Bed the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 


Muſt ſhortly be the Place of my long Reſt. 


MEMNON. 
What have we done? or, oh! if we have ſinn 'd, 
chat has thy Innocence done to merit this! 
AMESTRIS. 
That Villaia Mirza 
MEMNON. 
Ha ! Say, what of him? 
AMESTRIS. 
Offer'd. moſt brutal Outrage to my Honor. 
ART AXERNES. 
Oh ye eternal Rulers of the World, 
onid you look on unmov'd ? But ſay, inſtruct me, 
hat I may bow before the God that ſav'd thee. 
AMESTRTIS. 
| Sure 'twas ſome chaſer Pow'r that made me bold, 


And 


— 
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And taught my trembling Hand to find the way 
With his own Ponyard to the Villain's Heart. 
ME MN O N. | 
Thou art my Daughter ftill ! Oh noble Action 
That gives in Death an interval of Joy, 
AMESTRIS. 
Juſt in that Hour of Fate a Villain enter'd, 
By whoſe Aſſiſtance the revengeful Mirza 
Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him. 
ART AXERXNES. 
Tis paſt, tis paſt ; [ Lying down, 
And all thoſe Fires that lighted up my Soul, 
Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, 
And leave me dark and gloomy as the Grave. 
Oh thou ſoft dying Sweetneſs !——ſhall I rage 
And curſe myſelf? Curſe ev'n the Gods ?—Oh no; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath 
The Load that preſſes me; am ſank to Earth, 
And neer ſhall riſe again: here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 
AMESTRIS. 
Alas! my Lord, 
Fain would I ſtrive to bid you not be ſad, 
Fain would I chear your Grief, but 'tis in vain: 
J know by my own Heart it is impoſſible; 
For we have lov'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials 
Are theſe the Joys of Brides? Indeed 'tis hard, 
"Tis very hard to part; I cannot leave you; 
The agonizing Thought diſtracts me; hold me, 
Oh hold me faſt, Death ſhall not tear me from you. 
| ARTAXERAKES. 
O could my Arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The Gods might lanch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treble to what I feel ; 
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With Joy I would endure it all to ſave thee. 


| What ſhall I ſay ? What ſhall I do to ſave thee? 
E Grief ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Temper, 
My manly Conſtancy and Royal Courage 


Run guiſhing thro' my Eyes: Oh my Ameſtris! 
AMESTRIS. 
And ſee my Father ! his white Beard is wet 


MEMNON. 
I try'd to man my Heart, 


But could not ſtand the Buffet of this Tempeſt. 
| It tears me up 


My Child! Ha! art thou dying? 
AMESTRIS. 
Indeed I'm very fick, Oh hold me up! 


| My Pain increaſes, and a cold damp Dew 
| Hangs on my Face. Is there no Help? no Eaſe ? 


Have 1 your Arm, my Love? 


ART AXERNXES. 
Thou haſt ; my Heart, 


Doſt thou yet hold? 


AMESTRIS. 

Say, will you not forget me, 
When I am laid to moulder in my Tomb? 
Tis ſure you will not, ſtill there will he room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart; 
I know you lov'd me truly. Now I faint. 
Oh, ſhield me, ſhield me from that ugly Phantom, 
The Cave of Death! how dark and deep it is! 
I tremble at the Sight tis hideous Horror! 
The Gloom grows oer me Let me not lie there. 

[Ameſtris ales. 


ARTAXERAES 
There Life gave way, and the laſt roſy Breath 
Went in that Sigh. Death like a brutal Victor, 
Already enter'd, with rude haſte defaces 
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The lovely Frame he as mafter'd; ſee how ſoon 
Theſe ftarry Eyes have loft their Light and Luftre! 
Stay, let me cloſe their Lids. Now for the reſt; 
Old Memnon ! Ha! Grief has transfix d his Brain, 
And he perceives me not; — Now what of thee ? 
'Think'ſt thou to live, thou Wretch? Think not of any 
thing; | 
Thought is Damnation, 'tis the Plague of Devils 
To think on what they are. And ſee, this Wea pon 
Shall ſhield me from it, plunge me in Forgetfulneſs, 
Ere the dire Scorpion, Thought, can rouze to ſting me, 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride: Ul Fortune 
[ Lying by ber. 
Has done its worſt, and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, ſince the Stars 
Together muſt receive us.[Szabs. himfelf. JOh well aim'd! 
How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death! 
Of Death, the greateſt ſureſt way to Peace. 
[ Artaxerxes gle, 
[Memnon fands looking on the Bodies ſont 
time, and then ſpeaks, 
ME MN O N. 
Yet will I gaze! Yet, tho' my Eyes grow ſtiff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble. Here's a Sight 
To bleſs a Father! Theſe, theſe were your Gifts, 
Ye bounteous Gods! You'll ſpare my Thanks for them. 
You gave me Being too, and ſpun me out 
To hoary Wretchedneſs ; away, twas Cruelty : 
Oh curied, curſed, curſed fourſcore Years, 
Ye Heap of Hills, ye monſtrous Pile of Plagues ! 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
That flow from their pale Boſoms, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view 'em better—Nay, *tis thus 
If thou art like thy Mother She dy d too 
Where is ſhe ?—Ha ! that Dog, that Villain Mirza, 
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E He bears her from me: Shall we not purſue 
E The Whirl of Battle comes acroſs me, fly; 


aftre ! 

| ; ze gone ? they ſhall not, dare not brave me thus; 

rain, Hey, tis a glorious Sound! ruſh on, my Prince, 

ge: We'll ſtart and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 

of an! Runs off. 
, E ner, on the other fade, Qu E E N, and Attendants 

vils | awith Lights. 

ipon | 

1efs, DUEEN. 


Why am I ſummon'd with this Call of Death ? 


a me, 4 . . . 
» This is no common Ruin; Artaxerxes!“ 
And Memnon's Daughter ! Mirza, thou art fallen 


In pompous Slaughter: Could not all thy Arts, 
That dol'd about Deſtruction to our Enemies, 
_ | Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, 
aum © hat with fantaſtic Pride, like buſy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once 


2 3 | The Hand of Chance o'erturns, and looſcly ſcatters! 

Ps 1 ATTENDANT. 

0 Jone Oh diſmal Sight [ Looking. 
| QUEEN. 

+ What is it frights thy Eyes? 


1. FT TENDSHE 
Old Memxcn's Body. 


” QUEEN. 


hem. Tis a grateful Horror. 
A ANTE: 
Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſe lies 
1 Weltring in Gore, whilſt on the Marble Wall 
5 A dreadful Maſs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blood 
hes Is ſmear'd in hideous Mixture. | 
Sy GD UERN. 
Fierce Deſpair 
_ Has forc'd a way for the impetuous Soul. 
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Tis well, he is in peace—What means this Tumul WR Have y 


[Shout, claſhing of Sers, hg Look o 

Enter an Officer, his Sword drawn, Hp 
OFFICER. 8 

Fly, Madam, leſt your Perſon be not ſafe; Involv' 
The Traitor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted By our 


The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join hin Tue M. 


And now aſſiſted by the furious Rabble, Nor we 
On every ſide they charge thoſe few who keep ge hond 
This Palace and the Temple, with loud Outcries, ; Nor mit 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pris'ners, Shakes 
Orchanes, ere I fled to give you notice, ; | 
Fell by the Prince's Hand ; tne raging Torrent | Thor 
Bore down our weak Refiſtance and purſuing Guide, 
With furious Hafte, ev'n trod upon my Flight: But tho! 
This Inſtant brings em here. / Thy Fa 
QUEEN. | Was pre 
Let em come on, I The W 
T cannot fear; this Storm is rais'd too late, N Aud for 
I ſtand ſecure of all I wiſh already. And do 


[Spout and lofi. ing of Swords ogai Doſt the 
Enter ARTABAN, CLEANTHES, and Attendant, WE When I 
their Swords drawn. Like H 


ARTABAN. And rul 
Then Virtue is in vain, ſince baſe Deceit 
And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty. 


On Nature ! let me turn my Eyes away, Let a 
Left I am blaſted by a Mother's fight. For Re 
| OUEEN. Muſt wa 
Ungrateful Rebel; Do thy impious Arms | Haſt the 
Purſue me for my too indulgent Fondneſs Magas, 
And Care for thee? 
ART AAN. Alrea 


Well has that Care been ſhewn; This Ni 
| Have 


7 7 8 al, 


dants, 


ty, 


ewn, 
Have 


hy our bright Gods I ſwear, I will aſſert 


And found it was his Intereſt to obey. 
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Have you not foully ſtain'd my ſacred Fame? 
Lock on that Scene of Blood; the dire Effects 
Of cruel Female Arts. But oh what Recompence ? 
| What can you give me for my murder'd Love? 
Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſels 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loſt Clone ? 


ide Majeſty of manly Government, 

Nor wear again your Chains: Still as our Mother 
Bt: honor'd ; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confuſion 
| Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunning. 

| UEEN. 

Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant Hand could graſp, 
EF Guide, and command the Fortune of the World; 
but chou art young in Pow'r. Remember, Boy, 

Thy Father, once the Hero of his Age, | 
Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway; 

The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 


And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my Command? 
Doſt thou, the Creature of my ſormang Hand? 
when ] affert the Pow'r thou dar'ſt invade, 
Like Heaven J will reſolv'd to be obey'd, ö 
And rule or ruin that which once J made. 
| [ Exeunt Queen and Attendants- 
FRITAHBAN, 
Let a Guard wait the Queen : Tho' Nature plead 
For Revereace to her Perſon, jealous Power 
Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious Wit. 
Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious Prieſt, Cleanthes ? 
Magas, that Wretch that proſtitutes our Gods? 
CLEANTHES. 
Already he has met the Fate he merited ; 
This Night the Hypocrite in grand Proceſſion 


March'd 
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March'd thro' the City to appeaſe the People, 
And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpoſe : 
When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, 

That ſtarts at once, and ruffles all tne Ocean, 
Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz d the Crowd; 
At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd Revenge; 
Then ſnatch'd and tore the trembling Prieſt to piece; 
What was moſt ftrange, no Injury was offer'd 
To any of the Brotherhood beſide, 


But all their Rage was ended in his Death : "8 . 
Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, "RY 5 
And in an Inſtant is ſerene and calm. 1 
ARTABAN. (Loft Fe 

Oh my Cleantbhes, do but caſt thy Thoughts 1 
Back on the recent Story of this Night; Es 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs 1 
The Gods are great and juſt. Well have you mark, 7 5 
Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation Thos PY. 
Of Sacrilege, of baſe and bloody Treachery. 11 
May this Example guide my future Sway: Mill oo 


Let Honor, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, £4 
. . a % x 5 f i Va „ 1 
Ne'er let my Kingly Word be given in vain, 


fnd ever 

But ever ſacred with my Foes remain. 13 
On theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, WE. 
The Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt Command, Weil? fo 
And guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. We fd 
[ Exeant cin, vince all 

AC I 

ber Siſte 


EPILO GCB. 


ige; 


pieces. 


nark'd, 


Canis 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


HE Spleen and Fapors, and this delefal Play, 
Hawe mortify'd me to that Height to Day, 


Tia“ JI am almoſt in the mortal Mind 
I fie indeed, and leeve you ail behind. 
Arve then, fince I reſolve in Peace to part, 


] wean te leave tt one alone my Heart : 


Lat 4 αε & 7 admit of NC Partage, 


lar al Sharing, but upan the Stage) 


n 4 6 one rs can with one alone be bleſt, 


aceful Monarch of a fingle Breaſt : 
But oh ! how hard "twill be to find 
That Phenix in your fickle changing Kind! 


7 6 90 


Jer Lowes, new Intereſts, and Religions NEW, 


Nil. ror Fantaſtic Appetites Purjue. 

Your fich Fancies loath<uhat you poſſeſs. 

end every retleſs Food would chenge his Place. 
Une wveary of their Pence and Quiet grown. 
'art to be hoifted ag aloft, ard ſhown ; 

* 

We find your watering Temper to our Coſd, 
wince all our Pains and Care to pleaſe is bit, 
Matt in vain ſupports <rith friendly Aid 

ter Siler Poetry's declining Head: 

Wo but a Mimic pe, or French Zufoen, 
1 70 wh other Houje it Shoals are gone, 

und Ada us here to tune cur Crouds alone. 

de Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and laboricas Ben 


L ter Scaramouch ard Harlequin: 


Hail from the envy'd Height, the N ſe get ſafely aowr. 


E IT?! UE, 
Allow you are unconſtant, yet tis ftrange, 
For Senſe is flill the ſame, and ne er can change, 
Yet ew'n in that you wary as the reſt, 
And every Day new Notions are profeſt. 
Nay there's a Mit has found, as am told, 
New Ways to Heaw'n, deſpairing of the old: 
He fevears hell ſpoil the Cl:rk and Sexton's Trade. 
Bells fhall no more be rung, nor Grawes be made. 
The Hearſe and fix no longer be in Faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expect Tran/lation. 
What think you of the Project? I'm for trying, 
PII lay afide theſe fooliſh Thoughts of dying; 
Preſerve my Youth and Vigor for the Stage, 
And be tranſlated in a goed old Age. 


* Aſpill. 


14 MEI. 


| ulmimat ; 


Per Popul 


＋ E R LANE. 
A 


TRAGE BE 


Magnus ad altum 

Wulninat Euphraten bello, victorque wolentes 
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To the Right Honorable 
ILL 


Lord Marquiſs of Hartington, 


Now Duke of DEvONSHIRE. 


My 2 2 N EX; 


FLYKVERY Body is now fo full of 
i E . Buſineſs, that things of this Kind, 
W227 ,/ which are generally taken for the 
Entertainment of leifure Hours 
only, look like Impertinence and Interrup- 
tion, I am ſure it is a Reaſon why I 
dught to beg Your Lordſhip's Pardon, for 
roubling You with this Tragedy ; Not but 
hat Poetry has always been, and will ſtill 


be the Entertainment of all wiſe Men, that 
Yohl.c 4 | 3 have 


Epiſtie Dedicatory. 
have any Delicacy in their Knowledge; Vet 
at ſo critical a Juncture as this is, I mug 


confeſs I think Your Lordſhip ought u WI 
give entirely into thoſe Public Affairs, which he 
at this time ſeem to Demand You. It i Mi "= 
that happy Turn which Your Lordſhip ha if N 
to Buſineſs, that right Underſtanding of lis! 
your Country's Intereſt, and that conſtan Ser 
Zeal to purſue it, that juſt Thinking, that Wi (and 
ſtrong and purſuaſive Elocution, that fin Wl 
and generous Reſolution, which upon e 
Occaſions You have ſhewn in Parliaments; = 
and to add, that which 1s the crowning 8 
good Quality, Your Lordſhip's continua HE 
&dherence and unſhaken Loyalty to Hs ang 
preſent Majeſty, which make You at thi Wi >. 
Time ſo neceſiary to the Public. I mut g . 
conteſs, (tho* there is no Part in Yui... 
Lordſhip's Character, but what the World Bil methi 
ſhould be fond of) I cannot help diſtin. ¶ back . 
guiſhing the laſt Inſtance very particularly: WW yi. 
It is doing (methinks) fuch a Juſtice o for U. 
Goodneſs, to Greatneſs, and to Right Rei- MM ye ca; 
ſon, that Poſterity will believe there could be Dange 
no Man of good Senſe, but what mult have Biff gled th 
agreed with Your Lordſhip in it. When ff thee x 
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che next Age ſhall Read the Hiſtory of this, 
what Excuſe can they make for thoſe 
| who did not Admire a Prince whoſe Life 
has been a Series of good Offices done 
to Mankind? When they ſhall reckon up 
his Labors from the Battle of Scnef, to ſome 
[| glorious Action, which ſhall be his laſt 
(and which I therefore hope is very far re- 


mov'd from the Preſent Time) will they 


| ever believe that he could have been too 
| well belov'd, or to faithfully ſerv'd and 
| defended ? The great Things which he did 


before we had that immediate Intereſt in him 
which we now happiy have, are a noble 


and juſt Subject for Panegyric ; but as 


Benefits done to others, can never touch us 


ſo ſeniibly as thoſe we receive ourſelves, 


tho' the Actions may be equally great; fo, 
methinks, I can hardly have Patience to run 
back to his having ſav'd his own Country, 
wen I conſider he has fince done the ſame 
for Us; Let that be ſufficient to us, for all 
we can ſay of him, or do for him. What 
Dangers and Difficulties has he not ſtrug- 
gled through, for the Honor and Safety of 
theſe Kingdoms. Tis a common Praiſe, 


ind what every one ſpeaks, to ſoy, He has 


G 2 


continu- 
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continually expos'd his Life for his Peo 5 we 
ple; but there are ſome Things more pat Hon 
ticular in his Character, ſome Things rare. wm 
ly found amongſt the Policies of Princes; _ 
a Zeal for Religion, moderated by Re i hi 
withour the Rage and Fire of Perſecution ay 5 
a charitable Compaſſion for thoſe who can- A wy 
ot be convinc'd, and an unalterable Perſeve. a 
rance in thoſe Principals of whoſe Truth he = | 
is ſatished ; a Deſire of War for the ſake ol um, 
Peace; and of Peace for the Good and ooh 
Honor of his Subjects equally with his _ 
own ; a pious Care for compoſing Factions, E 
tho' to foment them might make him Arbi. — 
trary; and a generous Ambition that only Freten, 
aims at Power, to enable him to do good World 
to all the reſt of World. I might add for the 
here, that Inviolable and Religious Obſer- [Minaſt: 
vance of his Royal Word: which the beſt play th 
part of the Powers of Europe have ſo fre- much ] 
quently and ſo happily, for themſelves, | fancy 
depended upon the greateſt Emergencies, Noccafic 
But as this Virtue is generally reckon'd iwd 
as no more than that common Ho- {Will tru 
neſty, which the meaneſt Man would ones ; 
bluſh to be without, ſo it can hardly claim Wt is the 


a Place amongſt the more particular Excel- 
lencies 
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ſencies of a Great Prince. It were to be 


| with'd indeed, that the World were honeſt to 


ſuch a Degree, and that there were not that 
ſcandalous Defect of common Morality. 


| Certainly nothing can be more ſhocking to 
Humanity, to the Peace and Order of the 


World ; nothing can approach nearer to that 


| avage State of Nature, in Which every 


Man is to eat his Fellow if he can maſter 
him, than an avow'd Liberty of breaking 
thro* all the moſt folemn Engagements of 
public Faith. Tis ſomething that brands 


a Man with an Infamy, which nothing can 
extenuate or wipe out; he may proteſt and 


pretend to explain his Meaning, but the 


World has generally too much Indignation 


for the Affront, to bear it at that eaſy rate. 


[Miniſters and Secretaries of State may diſ- 


play their own Parts in Memorials, with as 
much Pomp and Flouriſh as they pleaſe : 
| fancy the common Anſwer upon ſuch 


Occaſions will always be, You have de- 
ceiv'd us groſly, and we neither can nor 


vil truſt you any more. When this Vice 


omes amongſt Men of the firſt Rank, 


tis the moſt ſhocking, and I could wiſh 


83 there 
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here were none ſuch, to whoſe Charge i 
might be laid. | 

Some People (who do me a very great 
Honor in it) have fancy'd that in the Perſon 
of Tamerlaue I have alluded to the oreatel 
Character of the preſent Age. I don! 
know, whether I ought not to apprehend 
a great deal of Danger from avowing ; 
Deſign like that. It may be a Task indeed 
worthy the greateſt Genius, which this, or 
any other Time has produc'd. But there 
fore I ought not to ſtand the. Shock of: 
Parallel, leſt it ſhould be ſeen to my Diſad 
vantage, how tar the Hero has tranſcend 
the Poet's Thought, There are many Fes. 
tures, 'tis true, in that great Man's Lite 
not unlike his Majeſty : His Courage, hi 
Piety, his Moderation, his Juſtice, and hi 
fatherly Love of his People, but abo 
all, his Hate of Tyranny and Oppreflion 
and his zealous Care for the common Good 
of Mankind, carry a large Reſemblancz o 
Him: Several Incidents are alike in their 
Stories; and there wants nothing to his Ma. 
jeſty but ſuch a deciding Victory, as th! 


by which Tamerlane gave CEeace to the World. 


That is yet to come; but I hope we my 
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reaſonably expect it from the Unanimity 


the preſent Parliament, and fo formidable 


2 Force as that Unanimity will give Lite 
and Vigor to. | 

If Your Lordſhip can find any Thing in 
this Poem like a Prince, who is ſo juſtly 


the Object of your Lordſhip's, and indeed 


of the World's Veneration, I perſuade my- 


ſelf it will prevail with You to forgive every 


thing elſe that you find amiſs. You will 
Jexcuſe the Faults in Writing, for the Good- 


I neſs of the Intention. 
E Lordſhip will not be diſpleas'd, that I take 


I hope too, Your 


this Opportunity of renewing the Honor 
which I formerly had, to be known to Your 
Lordſhip, and which gives me at once the 
Pleaſure of expreſſing thoſe Juſt and Dutiful 
Sentiments I have for his Majeſty, and that 
ſtrong Inclination which I have always had 
to be thought, 


My LORD, 
Your LORDSHI1P'S moſt obedient 
humble Servant, 


64 N. Rows. 


or 


Had fought, and ſi her d for his Country's Good, 


Spoken by Mr. BETTFPR TOF. 


Haase laſſed longer, or have higher flown, 
Ian thoſe that tell the Fame by ancient Heroes on. 
W::h Pleaſure Rome, and great Auguſtus heard 
Aim and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bara; 
In /pite of Time, the ſacred Stery licics, 
Ard Cæſar and his Empire ſtill farwives. 
Lise him, (ibo much uncqual to his Flame ) 


Fall the Muſes warious Labors none | 


Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme. 


High with the foremeſt Names in Arms he ſtood, 


—— — 


Yet ſoughit not Fame, but Peace, in Fields of Blood. 
Safe under hin. his happy People ſate, 
And griev'd at diftance for their Neighboar's Fate. 
Whilft with Succeſs a Turkiſh Monarch crown'd, 
Le te ſpreading Flame deform'd the Nations round; 
With Sexord and Fire he forc'd his impious Way 

to Laæuleſi Pow'r, and Univerſal Sway + 


Others for Gold their Liberties reſign, 

And wenal Princes feld their Right Diwine. 
Till Heac'n, the crowing Evil to redreſs, 
Sent Tawerlane t give the World a Peace, 
The Hero rouz"d aſſeris the glorious Cauſe, 
Aud to the Field the chearfal Soldier draws : 
Around in Crowds his waltant Leaders wait, 


Lnxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate ; 


Some abjed? States fer Fear the Tyrant join; 
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Vell pleas'd, once more to venture on his fide, 


| 4nd prove that Faith again which had fo oft been try d. 
| The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 


| {prove an Enterprize ſo Juſt, ſo Great; 
| While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join d, 


Gains half the Praiſe of hawing ſav'd Mankind. 
Ew'n in a Circle, where like this, the Fair 


Ver met, the bright Aſſembly did declare 
| Their Houſe with one Conſent avere for the War. 


Fach urg d her Lower to unſheath his Savord, 

And never ſpare a Man who broke his Word. 

Thus fir d, the Bracve on to the Danger preſs ; 

Their Arms were crown'd Abroad with juſt Succeſs, 


| {nd bleſt at Wome with Beauty and with Peace. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


TAMERLANE. Mr. Betterto:. 
Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Verb; uggen. T 
Axalla, an Italian Prince, _—_— 1 055 

and Favorite of Tamnerlane. : l 


Moneſes, a Grecian Prince, and a 
Chriſtian. a ? Mr. Poavell. 


Stratocles, his Friend. | Mr. Pack. 
Prince of Tanais, Kinſman "ay Ge- ! Mr. Fieldbouſ 


neral to 7 amerlane. 


Omar, a Tartar General. Mr. Freeman. 

Miran, | Parthian Generals to } Mr. Cary. 

Lame, Tameriane. Mr. Husbans. 

Haly, Favorite Eunuch to Bajazet. Mr. Baily. 

A Turiifh Derviſe. Mr. Arnold. 
WOMEN. 

Arpaſia, a Grecian Princeſs. Mrs. Barry. 

Selima, Daughter of Bajazet. Mrs. Bracegirdl. 


Parthian and T 1 Soldiers. 
Mutes belonging to Baſaget. 
Other Attendants. 


SCEN 5 amerlane's Camp, near A. 


goria in Galatia. 


TAMEKRY 2 Ty 


J. 
egirdit. 


. Au- 


From our victorious Emp'ror, Tameridne. 


TAMER LAN 


AE T l S8 


Before TAMERLANE' Tent. 


Vnter the Prince of TAN AIS, Z AMA, and 
IR VAN. 


Prince of T AN AIS. 
TAIL to the Sun! from whoſe returning Light 
The chearful Sold ier's Arms new Luſtre take. 
To deck the Pomp of Battle. O my Friends! 
Was ever ſuch a glorious Face of War ? 
See, from this Height! how all Ga/azia's Plains 
With Nations numberleſs are cover'd o'er ; 
Who, like a Deluge, hide the Pace of Earth, 
And leave no Object in the vaſt Horizon, 
But glict'ring Arms, and Skies. 
2 A 74 A. 
Our Alan World 
From this important Day expecis a Lord, 
This Day they hope an end of Il their oes, 
Cf Tyranny, of Bondage, and Oppreiuon, : 


MITRVA N. 


TIR. 


MIRVA N. 
Well has our holy Alba mark'd him out 
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The Scourge of lawleſs Pride, and dire Ambition, 


The great Avenger of the groaning World. 
Well has he worn the ſacred Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous Sword: approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the Right'ous Warrior with Succeſs ; 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
'Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 
PRINCE. 

No Luſt of Rule, the common Vice of Kings, 
No furious Zeal inſpir'd by hot-brain'd Prieſts, 
Ill hid beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 

E'er drew his temp'rate Courage to the Field: 
But to redreſs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 
To ſave the weak one from the ſtrong Oppreſlor. 
Is all his end of War; and when he draws 
The Sword to punith, like relenting Heav'n, 
He ſeems unwilling to deface his Kind, 

MIRV AN. 

So rich his Soul in ev'ry virtnous Grace, 

That, had not Nature made him great by Birth, 

Yet all the Brave had ſought him for their Friend: 

The Chriſtian Prince Aralla, nicely bred 

In poliſh'd Arts of Furepean Courts, 

For him forſakes his native /taly, 

And lives a happy Exile in his Service. 
PRINGE. 

Pleas'd with the gentle Manners of that Prince, 

Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his Friendſhip; 
Tho? Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 

Z A A 

Ere the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent, 

Unweary'd, thro' the num'rous Hoſt he paſt, 
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Viewing with careful Eyes each ſev'ral Quarter; 
| Whilkt from his Looks, as from Divinity, 
| The Soldiers took Preſage, and cry d. Lead on, 
| Great Alla, and our Emperor, Lead on, 
| To Victory, and everlaſting Fame. 

MIRXVA N. 

Hear you of Bajaxet? 

P RINCE. 
| Late in the Evening 
A Slave of near Attendance on his Perſon, 
| 'Scap'd to our Camp: from him we learn'd the Tyrant 
| With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares; 
dome accidental Paſſion fires his Breaſt, 
Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury: 
For five returning Suns, ſcarce was he ſeen 
by any the moſt favor'd of his Court, 
But in laſcivious Eaſe among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd; or elſe alone 
In ſullen mood ſat meditating Plagues, 
And Ruin to the World, *till yeſter Morn, 
Like Fire that lab"ring upwards rends the Earth, 
He burſt with Fury from his Tent, commanding, 
All ihould be ready for the Fight this Day. 


Z A M A. 

I know his Temper well, ſince in his Court, 
Companion of the brave Axalla's Embaſly, 
| oft obſerv'd him, proud, impatient 
Of ought Superior, ev'n of Heav'n that made him, 
Fond of falſe Glory, of the ſavage Pow'r 
Of ruling without Reaſon, of Confounding 
jut and Unjuſt, by an unbounded Will; 
B/ whom Religion, Honor, all the Bands 
That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 
Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wiſe Princes 


To 
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To draw their eaſy Neighbors to Deſtruction. 
x MIRYLAN. 


Thrice, by our Law and Prophet, has he ſworn, 


By the World's Lord and Maker, laſting Peace 
With our great Maſter, and his Royal Friend 
The Grecian Emperor ; as oft regardleſs 

Of plighted Faith, with moſt Un-kingly Baſeneſs, 
H'has ta'en the Advantage of their abſent Arms, 
Without a War proclaim'd, or Cauſe pretended, 


To waſte with Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields: 


Like ſome accurſed Fiend, who ſcap'd from Hell, 
Poiſons the balmy Air thro” which he flies: 
He blaſts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 


The lab'ring Hind's beſt Hopes, and marks his Way 


with Ruin. 
| PRAINES, 
But ſee ! his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane 
Comes like the Proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 


To judge, and to Redreſs. [ Flourifh of Trunmjeti 


Enter TAMERLANH, Guards, and other Attendants, 


TAMERLANE. | 
Yet, yet a little, and deſtructive Slaughter 


Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Proſpect; 
Paſs but an Hour. which ſtands betwixt the Lives 


Of thonſands and Eternity What Change 

Shall haſty Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain? 
Oh thou fell Monſter, War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſt waſte the nobleſt Part of the Creation, 
The Boaſt and Maſter- -piece of the Great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee. 

Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succeſs, 


[To the Prince, Zama, ad irvan. 


Such as the Cauſe, for which we fight, deſerves. 
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TAM ENL AN E. 
Nee 
Nor can we ask beyond what Heav'n beſtows, 
preventing ſtill our Wiſhes. See, great Sir, 
The univerſal Joy your Soldiers wear, 
Omen of proſp'rous Battle. | 
Impatient of the tedions Night, in Arms 
Watchiul they ſtood, expecting op'ning Day; 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding paws the mould' ring Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
TAMERLANE. 
Yes, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to War : 
This Morn Axalla, with my Parthian Horle, 
Arrives to join me: He, who like a Storm 
Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between A-goria's Wall and yon tall Mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the Clouds: and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueſt, to my Aid. 
[ [Flouriſh of Trumpets, 
Z AMA. 
Theſe Trumpets ſpeak his Preſence 
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Eater Ax AL LA with Soldiers, MoxE SES, STR AT 
TOCLES and SELIWA Priſoners. Ax ALL A kneel; 
60% TAMERLANE,] 


TAMERLANE. 

Welcome ! thou worthy Partner of my Laurels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more ſacred 
Than Natures brittie Tye. By holy Friendſhip! 
Glory and Fame ſtood {till for thy Arrival, | 
My Soul ſeem d wanting in its better half, 
and tanguiſh'd for thy Ablence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration of his God. 


I | AXALL A, 
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AXALL A. | And 
My Emperor! my ever Royal Maſter ! Thy. 
To whom my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, Hare 
Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expreſs ; In 8a 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneſs, Nor 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you ? | Fortg 
Vet 'tis his All, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now diſdain t'accept the Gift he brings, |. Wh 
This earneſt of your Fortune. See, my Lord, From 
The nobleſt Prize, that ever grac d my Arms: Or fro 
Approach my Fair Thy h 
TAMER LANE. What 
This is indeed to Conquer, Put gr 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueſt; ng 
The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unſully'd Beauty, Nor le 
Softneſs, and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, | Apain! 
And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spnng; 
But ſay, 4xalla * 
Moſt Renown'd in War, | Detern 
{ Kneeling i Tamerlane. ;. 15 
Look with Compaſſion on a captive Maid, Eads 
Tho born of hoſtile Blood; nor let my Birth, 1 
Deriv'd from Bapazet, prevent that Mercy, Worth y 
Which every Subject of your Fortune finds: 
War is the Province of ambitious Man, 
Who tears the miſerable World for Empire ; 
Whilſt our weak Sex, incapable of Wrong, With lor 
On either fide claims Privilege of Safety. | His Part) 
TAMERL A NE. Rai ber.] And won 
Riſe, Royal Maid, the Price of haughty Pow': hig he 
Pays Homage, not ieceives it from the Fair; Tho' hop 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, Nor yield 
And urges me unwillingly to Arms; lle ſeem” 


Yet, tho' our frowning Battles menace Death 
| | And] 
1 
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And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and Virtue as our Foe. 
Here, till the Fate of fa is decided, 

in Safety ſtay. To-morrow is your own, 


els, Nor grieve for who may Conquer, or who Loſe; 
a ? Fortune on either fide ſhall wait thy Withes. 
CELIMZ2. 
Where ſhall my Wonder and my Praiſe begin! 
A From the ſucceſsful Labors of thy Arms ? 


Or from a Theme more ſoft, and full of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentleneſs ? oh, Tamer laue! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Uſage 


zer, But grateful Praiſe? So Heav'n itſelf is paid. 
Give Peace, ye Pow'rs above, Peace to Mankind; 
auty, Ner let my Father wage unequal War, 


Againſt the Force of ſuch united Virtues, 


TAMERLANSKS. 
Heav'nhear thy pious Wiſh !—But ſince our Proſpect 
Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Petermine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 
nerlay. BY p. my Axalla's Care; in whoſe glad Eyes 
| read what Joy the pleaſing Service gives him. 
th, |; there amongſt thy other Pris'ners ought [To Axalla. 
Worthy our Knowledge ? | 
AXALLA. 
This brave Man, my Lord, 
[ Pointing to Moneſes, 
With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful : 
His Party, preſt with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
and would have left their Charge an eaſy Prey : 
Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds, 
Tho" hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly : 
Nor yielded 'till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, 
lle ſeem d to ſhame our Conqueſt, whilſt he own'd it. 
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Thou ſpeak'ſt him as a Soldier ſhould a Soldier, | Sti 
Juſt to the Worth he finds. I would not war 9 Ko 

[To Moneſes ind 

With ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatneßz gh, 
Thy Habit ſpeaks thee Chriſtian —— Nay, yet more, Bleſs « 

My Soul ſeems pleas d to take Acquaintance with thee. born 
As if ally'd to thine : Perhaps tis Sympathy hic! 
Of honeſt Minds; like Strings wound up in Muſic, Lo ou 
Where by one Touch, both utter the ſame Harinom Feeds 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajazet ? 15 
And why my Enemy ? bon, 
MONESES. E Vir 

If Human Wiſdom 
Could point out every Action of our Lives, ha 
And ſay Let it be thus, in ſpite of Fate, Our ne 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been | Nor th 
The Wretch I am. Fair as 
; TAMERLANE. As its 
The brave meet every Accident And b. 
With equal Minds: Think nobler of thy Foes, | _ 
Th an to account thy Chance in War an Evil. duen a 
MONESES. I: poor 
Far, far from that: I rather hold it grievous There; 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your Enemy; Till no 
Nor think the Baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd Slave To C2 
Moves me to flatter for precarious Lite, q he ha 
Or ill-bought F reedom, when I {wear by Heay'n! . hen 1 
Were 1 to chooſe from all Mankind a Maſter, n iolen 
It ſhould be Tamerlane. Wich fi 
TAMERLANE. decure 
A noble Freedom | 

Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawningSycophants Let \ 
And claims a Privilege of being believ'd. Since K 


I take thy Praiſe as Earneſt of thy Friendſhip. 
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| MONESES. 
Still you prevent the Homage I ſhould offer. 
O Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hoſtile Mark I wore, 
[ was, when not long ſince my Fortune hail d me, 
Bleſs'd to my Wiſh, I Was the Prince Moneſes; 
Born and bred up to Greatneſs; witneſs the Blood, 
Which thro' ſucceſſive Heroes Veins ally'd 
To our Greek Emperors, roll'd down to me, 
Feeds the bright Fame of Glory in my Heart, 
TAMERLANE. 
Ev'n that] that princely Tye ſhould bind thee to me, 


| 1{ Virtue were not more than all Alliance. 


 MONESES. | 
] have a Siſter (Oh ſevere Remembrance!) 


| Our noble Houſe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
| Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her 


Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet chaſte . 
As its cold Precepts, wiſe bey ond her Sex 
And blooming Youth ; ſoit as forgiving Mercy, 


| Yet greatly Brave, and jealous for her Honor: 


duch as ſhe was, to ſay J barely lov'd her, : 
I poor to my Soul's Meaning: From our Infancy 
There grew a mutual Tenderneſs between us, 

Till not long fince her Vows were kindly plighted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of her Birth. 

The happy Day was fix d and now approaching, 
When faithleſs Bajazet (upon whoſe Honor, 

In:olemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) 

With ſudden War broke in upon the Country, 
decure of Peace, and for Defence unready. 


| TAMERLANE. 
"Li Majeſty no more be held Divine, 


Since Kings, who are call'd Gods, profane themſelves. 
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MONESES. 
Among the Wretches whom that Deluge ſwept 

Away to Slavery, myſelf and Siſter, 
Then paſling near the Frontiers to the Court, 
{Which waited for her Nuptials) were ſurpriz'd, 
And made the Captives of the 'Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reach'd his Court, we found our Uſage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble; 
"Twas then the Storm of your victorious Arms 
Look'd black, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he pref ne 
(By oft repeating Inſtances) to draw 
My Sword for him: But when he found my Son! 
Diſdain'd his Purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpaſia, my lov'd Siſter's Fate 
Depended on my Courage ſhewn for him. 
I had long learnt to hold myſelf at nothing ; 
But for her ſake, to ward the Blow from her, 
I bound my Service to the Man | hated, 
Six Days are paſt, fince by the Sultan's Order 
J left the Pledge of my Return behind, 
And went to guard this Princeſs to his Camp: 
The reſt the brave Axa/la's Fortune tells you. 


| TAMERLANE. 

Wiſely the Tyrant trove, to prop his Cauſe 
By leaguing with thy Virtue: but juſt Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him ; 

Forget the Name of Captive, and I wiſh 

I could as well reſtore that Fair One's Freedom, 
Whoſe Loſs hangs heavy on thee: Yet ere Night 
Perhaps we may deſerve thy Friendſhip nobler ; 
TlWapproaching Storm may caſt thy Shipwreck d ealth 
Back to thy Arms: Till that be paſt, ſince War 
(Tho! in the juſteſt Cauſe) is ever doubtful, 

I will not aſk thy Sword to aid my Victory, 
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Leſt it ſhould hurt that Hoſtage of thy Valor 
Our common Foe detains. 
MONESES. 
Let Bajazet 
Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 
| You, Sir, have found a nobler way to Empire, 
IM Lord of the willing World. 
| TAMERLANE. 
| Oh, my Axalla ! 
Thou haſt a tender Soul, apt for Compaſſion, 
And art thyſelf a Lover and a Friend: 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper ? 
AXALLAA. 
Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Moneſes' Fate; 
[The Merit of his Virtue hardly match'd 
With diſadvent'rous Chance : Yet, Prince, allow me, 
allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, 
To ſay; one Perſon, whom your Story mention'd, 
If he ſurvive) is far beyond you wretched : 
rou nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siſter. 
MONESES. 
did: oh, moſt accurſt ! 
AXALLA. 
| Think what he feels, 
Daſh'd in the Fierceneſs of his Expectation ; 
Then when th' approaching Minute of Poſſeſſion 
Had wound Imagination to the height, 
Think if he lives! — 
m, NM ONE SES. 
Ft He lives, he does; tis true 
er; fle lives; but how? To be a Dog, and dead, 
i Wealth ere Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his: 
Far: -- ne holds down Life as Children do a Portion, 
Vith ſtrong ReluQtance and convulſive Strugglings, 
„hie his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. 
Lei TAMER-. 
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AI MER LANE. 

Spare the Remembrance; 'tis an uſeleſs Grief, 
And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring 
Such Turns, as Heav'n itſelf could ſcarce have promis, 
Far, far beyond thy With : Let that Hope cheer thee 
Haſte, my Aæalla, to diſpoſe, with Safety, 
Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 
The Pain, which Abſence gives; thy other Care 
Honor and Arms, now ſummon thy Attendance; 
Now do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 
Thy Cauſe; the Cauſe of Heav'n and injur'd Earth, 
O thou Supreme! if thy Great Spirit warms 
My glowing Breaſt, and fires my Soul to arms, 
Grant that my Sword, aſſiſted by thy Pow'r, 
This Day may Peace and Happineſs reſtore, 
That War and lawleſs Rage may vex the World no 
more. 


I42 


[ Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneſes, Stratocles, Princ if 
Tanais, Lama, Mirvan, aud Attendants, 


Manent Axalla, and Selima, with Soldiers. 
4 
The Battle alle and bids me haſte to leave thee, 
Oh, Selima But let Deſtruction wait: 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter! 
This Moment ſhall be Love's, and I will waſte it 
In ſoft Complainings, for thy Sighs and Coldneſs, 
For thy forgetful Coldneſs; even at Birza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholding, 
Ev'n then thou wert not thus. | 
SELIM A. 
Art not thou chang'd ? 
Chriſtian Axalla: Art thou ſtill the ſame ? Thck 
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Thoſe were the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
EL The World's good Angel, that didit kindly join 
f, Its mighty Maſters in harmonious Friendſhip : 
But fince thoſe Joys, that once were ours, are loſt, 
Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of War; 
omis, alk of thy Conqueſt and my Chains, Axalla, 


r thee: | HAALLYS. 
| YetT will liſten, fair unkind Upbraider, 
ze Yet I will liſten to thy charming Accents, 
are Altho' they make me curſe my Fame and Fortune, 
ez My Laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 


For which the Valiant bleed — Oh! thou unjuſt one, 
Doſt thou then envy me this ſmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 
For all the Pains, for all the ſleepleſs Nights 
That cruel Abſence brings? 
 SELIMA. 
Away, Deceiver! 
| will not hear thy Soothing : Is it thus 
That Chriſtian Lovers prove the Faith they ſwear ? 
Are War and Slavery the ſoft Endearments 
With which they court the Beauties they admire ? 
Twas well my Heart was cautiovs of believing 
Thy Vows and thy Proteſting. Know, my Conqueror, 
Thy Sword has vanquiſh'd but the half of Sclima, 
Her Soul diſdains thy Victory. 
| AXALL A. 


1d no 


Prince f 


FF. 


J. 


7e thee, 


aughter Hear, ſweet Heav'n, 
na - Hear the fair Tyrant, how ſhe wreſts Love's Laws, 
Wi A; ſhe had vow'd my Ruin! What is Conqueſt? 
_ What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 

n 000" WY To kneel before thee, and with lifted Eyes 

ng: To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 


With awful, trembling Pleaſure: Then to ſwear 
= Thou art the Queen, and Miſtreſs of my Soul ? 
Y | | Has 
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Has not ev'n Tamer/ane (whoſe Word next Heay' ns, 


Makes Fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim 
Thy Fears? And doſt thou call thyſelf a Slave? 
Only to try how far the ſad Impreſſion 

Can ſink into Axalla! 


SELIMA. 
Oh 4xalla ! 
— I to hear you? 
| AXALL A. 
Come back, ye Hours, 

And tell my Selima what ſhe has done: 
Bring back the time when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaſſador of Peace from Tamer/ane ; 
When hid by conſcious Darkneſs and Diſguiſe, 
I paſs'd the Danger of the watchful Guards ; 


Bold as the Youth who nightly ſwarm the Heleſport : 


Then, then ſhe was not {worn the Foe of Love; 
When, as my Soul confeſt its Flame, and ſu'd 
In moving Sounas for Pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale: 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, ſighing, 


She thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. 


SELIM A. 
Young, and unskilful in the World's Falſe Arts, 
I ſuffer'd Love to ſteal upon my Softneſs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltleſs Flame: 
Yes, I have heard thee ſwear a thouſand times, 
And call the conſcious Pow'rs of Heav'n to witneſs 
The tend'reſt, trueſt, everlaſting Paſſion : | 


But, oh ! *tis paſt; and I will charge Remembrance 


To baniſh the fond Image from my Soul: 
Since thou art ſworn the Foe of Royal Bajaz?t, 
I have reſoly'd to hate thee. 


AXALLA. 
ls it poſſible! 
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Hate is not in thy Nature: thy whole Frame 


I; Harmony, without one jarring Atom. | 
Why doſt thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldneſs ? 


It damps the Springs of Life. Oh! bid me die, 


Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thou haſt ſworn to hate me. 
SELIM A. 
Let Life and Death 
Wait the Deciſion of the bloody Field; 
Nor can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 


Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet fince you urge 


A Pow'r, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one Requeſt, that I can make with Honor, 


AXALL A. 


SEZLIMA. - 
Forego your Right of War, 


And render me this Inſtant to my Father, 


AXALL A. 
Impoſſible ! ———The Tumult of the Battle, 
That haſtes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce 
Betwixt the Armies. 

S 

Swear then to perform it, 
Which way ſoe' er the Chance of War determines, 
On my firſt Inſtance. 

AXALLA. 

By the ſacred Majeſty 
Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel, Iwill obey thee ; 
Yes, Iwill give thee this ſevereſt Proof 
Of my Soul's vou'd Devotion, I will part with thee; 
(Thou Cruel, to demand it,) I will part with thee, 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, 
Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful, 
And trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing; 
Vor. I, H No 
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No ſmall Return that Honor can * 
For all this walte of Love ? 


SELIMA. 
The Gifts of Captive 


Wear Gmenting of Conſtraint; and generous Ming 


| A bre 
And h 
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Diſdain to give, where Freedom of the Choice The 
Does but ſeem wanting. hat 
114. . So bre 
| What! not one kind Look! and v. 
Then thou art chang'd indeed. Hark, Iam ſummai, Yhich 
[* Trum 
And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd; To { 
Whom Fortune has forſaken, and ill Fate Oh! h 
Mark'd for Deſtruction. Thy ſurpriſing Coldnels That c 
Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down; Not as 
And the firſt feeble Blow I meet ſhall raze me Fut ast 
From all Remembrance: Nor is Life or Fame Won m 
— my Care, ſince I am loſt to thee. [Cn The ha 
SELIM A. So was 
Ha ! Goeſt thou to the Fight 

A X X44 LA. Let n 
I do, —-Farewel! If it wei 
SELIM A. One Lo 
What! and no more? A Sigh heaves in my Bre And fx 

And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue, 
Elſe, ſure, I ſhould have added ſomething more, Wher 

And made our Parting ſofter. 

| 42424 Oh! Ves 
Give it way. And to b 
The niggard Honor, that affords not Love, It dance: 
Forbids not Pity: And owr 
SELIMA. N So when 
Fate perhaps has ſet The mag 


T is Day, the Period of thy Life, and Conquei'M And fore 
And I ſhall ſee thee borne at Evening back, Alas! 4 
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A breathleſs Coarſe ;——Oh ! Can I think on that, 
| And hide my Sorrows ?—No—they will have way, 
| And all the vital Air, that Life draws in, 
Is render'd back in Sighs. 

4 AXALL A. | 
| The murmuring Gale revives the drooping Flame, 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaſt ; 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and od'rous Flower, 

Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new-Life. 
SELIM A. 
To ſee thee for this Moment, and no more. 
| Oh ! help me to reſolve againſt this Tenderneſs, 
dnels That charms my fierce Reſentments, and preſents thee 
down; Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe, 
but as thou wert, when firſt thy moving Accents 


00k? 
mmon(, 
Trum 
d; 


ne | Won me to hear; when, as I liſten'd to thee, 
(oo The happy Hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 
So was my Soul fix'd to the ſoft Enchantment, 
AXALL A. 
Let me be ſtill the ſame ; I am, I muſt be. 
wel! fit were poſſible my Heart could fray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
ny Breuß And fix the Wanderer for ever thine. 
1gUe, | SEL IM MN. 
re, Where is my boaſted Reſolution now? 


[Sinking into his Arm. 

Oh! Ves! Thou art the ſame; my Heart joins with thee, 

And to betray me will believe thee till : 

It dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firſt, 

And owns at once the Weakneſs of my Soul: 

So when ſome ſkilful Artift ſtrikes the Strings, 

The magic Numbers rouze our ſleeping Paſſions, 
nquelis And force us to confeſs our Grief, and Pleaſure. 


„ Alas] Axalla, fay — doſt thou not pity 
| H 2 My 
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My artleſs Innocence, and eaſy Fondneſs ? 
Oh ! turn thee from me, or Idie with bluſhing, 


| AXALL A. 

No let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee; 
From every Bluſh that kindles in thy Cheeks, 

Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſ pring, 

To revel in the Roſes — t wo' not be, {Trunje, 

This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee- 
S ELINA. 

My Fears increaſe, and doubly preſs me now, 

I charge thee, if thy Sword comes croſs my Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
| | 214 | 

Oh ! doubt not, but his Life ſhall be my Care, 

E'en dearer than my own 
SELIMA. 

Guard that for me to. 
| AXALLA. 

Oh! Se/ima! thou haſt reſtor'd my Quiet, 

The noble Ardor of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly burns within my Breaſt, 

And bids me be ſecure of all hereafter. 

So chears ſome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 

(Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav'n's Forgiveneſs, and the Hopes of Mercy: 
At length the Tumult of his Soul appeas'd, 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd, 
Boldly he proves the Dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace, his holy Comforter beſtow'd, 
Guides and protects him like a Guardian God. 
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Manent 8 EK LIMA and Guards, 


# SELIMA.. 

Z In vain all Arts a love. ſick Virgin tries, 

ee; Effects to frown, and ſeem ſeverely wile, 
In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 


the dear Youth her Pity ſtrives to move, 

Ard pleads with Tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love: 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 

And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part. 

/ Love, herſelf, and Nature thus betray d, 

No more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtic Aid. 

But bids her Eyes confeſs the yielding Maid. 


[Exit Selima, Guards following» 
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TAMERLANE's Camp. 
Euter MOR ES Es. 


NONE SES. 


H E dreadſul Buſineſs of the War is over: 
And Slaughter, that, from yeſter Morn 'till Ey'n, 


With Giant Steps, paſt ftriding o'er the Field, Then 
Beſmear'd and horrid with the Blood of Nations, Portend 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps, And ſha 
And ſlumbers o'er her Prey; while from this Camp WF Sure it! 
The chearſul Sounds of Victory, and Tamerlane, Has tart 
Beat the high Arch of Heav'n: deciding Fate, As if my 
That crowns him with the Spoils of ſuch a Day, At the 
Has giv'n it as an Earneſt of the World But ſay, 
That ſhortly ſhall be his. For ther: 
Enter STRATOCLES. Tho”. 

My Stratocles ! Yet noth 

Moſt happily return'd ; might I believe That in 
Thou bring'ſt me any Joy ? Some W 
STRATOCLES. Fereto 

With my beſt Diligence, Their N 

This Night I have enquir'd of what concerns you. I could 1 


Scarce was the Sun, who ſhone upon the Horror 
Of the paſt Day, ſunk to the Weſtern Ocean, 
When by permiſſion from the Prince Axalia, 
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nixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 


et I eturning from the Battle: Here a Troop 

* * Of hardy Par thiaus red with honeſt Wounds, 
E W uf Confeſt the Conqueſt, they had well deſerv'd: 
FP Where a dejected Crew of wretched Captives, 


ore with unprofitable Hurts, and groaning 
Under new Bondage, follow'd ſadly after 
[The haughty Victor's Heels; but that, which fully 
Crown'd the Succeſs of Tamerlane, was Bajaxet, 
Fall'n like the proud Archangel, from the Height, 
Where once {e'en next to Majeſty Divine) 
Enthron'd he ſat, down to the vile Deſcent 
And Lowneſs of a Slave; but oh ! to ſpeak 
The Rage, the Fierceneſs, and the Indignation 
It bars all Words, and cuts Deſcription ſhort. 
MONESES. 
Then he is fall'n ! that Comet which, on high, 
NS, Portended Ruin; he has ſpent his Blaze, 
And ſhall diſtract the World with Fears no more. 
-amp | Sure it muſt bode me well, for oft my Soul 
ne, | Has ſtarted into Tumult at his Name, 
As if my Guardian Angel took th'Alarm, 
75 At the Approach of ſome what mortal to me: 
But ſay, my Friend, what hear'ſt thou of 4rpa/a ? 
For there my Thoughts, my every Care is center d. 
STRATOCLES. 
Tho' on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my Search, 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, 
That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent 
Some Women were made Pris'ners, who this Morning 
Wereto be offer'd to the Emperor's V iew ; 
e, Their Names and Qualities, tho oft enquiring⸗ 
| could not learn. 
r MONESEZS. N 
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Beneath Uncertainty and anxious Doubt, 


The Mind's worſt State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives n: 


But a Half-Eaſe. 
STRATO EAS. 
Tis ſaid, not far from hence 
The Captives were to wait the Emperor's Paſſage, 
MONESES. 
Haſte we to find the Place. Oh! my Arpajia ! 


Shall we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heayy 

Like Death within my Boſom ? Oh |: 'tis well, 

Ihe Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of Abſence, 

Elie who could bear it? | 

When thy loy'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 

Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 

Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. 
[Exeunt Moneſes, and Stratocles 
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The Inſide of a magnificent Tent. 
Symphony of Warlike Muſic. 


Euter TAMERLANE, AXALLA, Prince of TANA1s, 
Z aMA, MIRV AN, Soldiers and other Attendants, 


AXALLA. 


R OM this auſpicious Day the Parthian Name 
Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt 7 Hule 
The Limits of its Sway. 


PRINGE: 
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Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 
| Shall pay their Homage to victorious 7. amerlane, 


Bend to his Valor, and ſuperior Virtue, 


| And own, that Conquel: is not given by Chance, 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtleſs Merit, 
| Waits on his Arms. 


TAMERLANE, 
It is too much : you dreſs me 


| Like an Uſ urper in the borrow'd Attributes 


Of injur'd Heav'n: Can we call Conqueſt ours ? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride 
Vaunt of himſelſ, and ſay, Thus have I done this? 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatneſs! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, | 
Dark in ourſelves, and uſeleſs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honor: 
Twere moſt ungrateful to diſown the Benefi. 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not ours. 
AAMSLEL A 1 

With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverſity 


4 


The Mind grows tough by buffetting the Tempeſt; 


Which, in Succeſs diſſolving, ſinks to Eaſe, 
And loſes all her Firmneſs. 


TAMERL ANE, 
Oh! Axaila! 


Could T forget Jam a Man, as thou art, 

Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 

Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerting 

An equal Right in Kings and common Men, 
Reprove me daily ? —No—IfT boaſt of ought, 
be it, to have been Heav'n's happy Inſtrument, 
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Beneath Uncertainty and anxious Doubt, 
The Mind's worſt State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives g . Wher 
But a Half. Eaſe. Shall 
ST RAT . Bend | 
"Tis ſaid, not far from hence And o 
The Captives were to wait the Emperor's Paſſage. | But, b 
MONESES. Waits 
Haſte we to find the Place. Oh! my Avpajia ! 
Shalt we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heay 
Like Death within my Boſom? Oh ! 'tis well, Like 
The Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of Abſence, Of inj 
Elie who could bear it ? Shall! 
When thy loy'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, Vaunt 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain, Oh! 1 
Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. We bo 
| [Exeunt Moneſes, and Stratocles Dark 1 
That r 
ig — Crown 
Twere 
And a1 
S R . 
The Inſide of a magnificent Tent. e 
Symphony of Warlike Muſic. Sq 0 
Enter T AMERLANE, AXALLA, Prince of TAN a1s, V 
Z aM A, MIRY AN, Soldiers and other Attendants, : 
| AXALLA. Could! 
ROM this auſpicious Day the Parthian Name Would 
F Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend Sickne 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt 7 Hule Of Na 
The Limits of its Sway. | An equ 
| PRINCE. Reprov 
Nations unknown, he it, t 


Where 
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Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their Homage to victorious Tamerlane, 
Bend to his Valor, and ſuperior Virtue, 
And own, that Conqueſt is not given by Chance, 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtleſs Merit, 
Waits on his Arms. 
TAMERLANE. 

It is too much : you dreſs me 

Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attributes 


| Of injur'd Heav'n: Can we call Conqueſt ours ? 
| Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride 


Vaunt of himſelf, and ſay, Thus have I done this? 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatneſs! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, _, 
Dark in ourſelves, and uſeleſs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honor: 
Twere moſt ungrateful to diſown the Benefi. 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not ours. 
AMD LA 1 

With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverſity 
The Mind grows tough by buffetting the Tempeſt; 
Which, in Succeſs diſſolving, ſinks to Eaſe, 
And loſes all her Firmneſs. 


7.4 MERLANE, 
Oh! Adratla! 


Could I forget I am a Man, as thou art, 

Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 

Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerting 

An equal Right in Kings and common Men, 
Reprove me daily ? —No—IfT boaſt of ought, 
he it, to have been Heav'n's happy Inſtrument, 
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The means of Good to all my Fellow- Creatures; 
This is a King's beſt Praiſe. 


This / 
Spare 
Enter OMAR. 28 
OMAR. 
Honor and Fame 
[Boing to Tamerlane 
For ever wait the Emperor; may our Prophet 
Give him ten thonſand thouſand Days of Life, 
And every Day like this. The Captive Sultan, 
Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, 
Attends you ſacred Will. 
TAMER LANE. | 
Let him approach. 


E ler BajazET and other Turkiſh 2 zſoners in Chains 


| When 
| Freque 
Preven 
Have | 
The 8a 
Canſt t 
That. 
Will,, 
Of ſac: 


| with a Guard of Soldiers. | p 2 
. hen I ſurvey the Ruins of this Field, 2 
The wild Deſtruction, which thy fierce Ambition | | hate t 
Has dealt among Mankind, (ſo many Widows As I do 
And helpleſs Orphans has thy Battle made, As Dea 
That half our Eaſtern World this Day are Mourne's) 
Well may J, in behalf of Heav'n and Earth, Cauſ 
Demand from thee Atonement for this Wrong. The fa 
B AFAZET. And De 


Make thy Demand to thoſe that own thy Pow'r, If Hun! 
Know, I am ſtill beyond it; and tho' Fortune 


(Curſe on that Changeling Deity of Fools !) Cart | 
Has ſtript me of the Train and Pomp of Greatneſs, Go on ? 
That out- ſide of a King, yet ſtill my Soul, It is his 
Fixt high, and of itſelf alone dependant, The no! 
Is ever Free and Royal, and ev'n now, And lik 
As at the head of Battle, does defy thee: 

] know what Pow'r the Chance of War has giv'n, Hence 


And dare thee to the Ule on't, This vile 2 CLince Se 
hn 
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| This After-game of Words, is what moſt irks me ; 
| Spare that and for the reſt tis equal all 
he it as it may. 


TAMER LANE. 
Well was it for the World, 


When on their Borders Neighbouring Princes met, 


| Frequent in friendly Parle, by cool Debates 
Preventing waſteful War ; ſuch ſhould our meeting 


Have been, had'ſt thou but held in juſt regard 


| The Sanctity of Leagues ſo often ſworn to. 


Canſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 
ThatPow'r Supreme, which made thee, and thyProphet, 


will, with Impunity, let paſs that Breach 


Of ſacred Faith giv'n to the Royal Greet? 


BAFAZET. 
Thou Pedant Talker ! ha ! art thou a King 


poſſeſt of ſacred Pow'r, Heav'n's darling Attribute, 


And doſt thou prate of Leagues, andOaths, and Prophets? 


hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name) 


As I do thee, and would have met you both, 
As Death doth human Nature, for Deſtructiov. 


TAMERLANE, 
Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human kind ; 
The favage Brute, that haunts in Woods remote, 
And Deſert Wilds, tears not the fearful Traveller, 
If Hunger, or ſome Injury, provoke not, 
. 
Can a King want a Cauſe, when Empire bids 
Goon? what is he born for but Ambition? 
It is his Hunger, tis his Call of Nature, 
The noble Appetite which will be ſatisfy'd, 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immorta? 
TAMERLANE. 
Henceforth I will not wonder we were Foes, 
Since Souls that differ ſo, by Nature hate, 


156 TAMERLANE. 
And ſtrong Antipathy forbids their Union. 
BAFAZET. 

The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranſcend thy Coldneſs ; I am pleas'd we differ, 
Nor think alike. | 

| TAMERLANE. 
| No for I think like Man, 
Thou like a Monſter; from whoſe baleful Preſence 
Nature ſtarts back; and tho' ſhe fix d her Stamp 
On thy rough Maſs, and mark'd thee for a Man, 
Now conſcious of her Error ſhe diſclaims thee, 
As form'd for her Deſtruction | | 
Tis true, I am a King, as thou haſt been: 
Honor, and Glory too have been my Aim ; 
But tho' I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Vet would I chooſe to fix my Name by Peace, 
By Juſtice, and by Mercy; and to raiſe 
My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway, 
Or Forfeit of my Honor. 
B AF AZET. 
0 Prophet, I thank thee. — 
Damnation! — Couldft thou rob me of my Glory, 
To dreſs up this tame King, this preaching Dervi/* 
Unfit for War, thou ſhouldſt have liv d ſecure 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shard a precarious Scepter, ſat tamely ſtill, 
And let bold Factions canton out thy Fow'r, 
And wrangle for the Spoils they robb'd thee of; 
hilſt I (curſe on the Pow'r that ſtops my Ardor!) 
ould, like a Tempeſt, ruſh amidſt the Nations, 
Be preatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 
de angry Ihunder on the frighted World. 
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TAMERLANE. | 
The World !—'twould be too little for thy Pride: 
Thou would'ſt ſcale Heav'n.—— 


BAFAZET. 


I would : — Away, my Soul 


Diſdains thy Conference. 
ä TAMER LANE. 
Thou vain, raſn Thing, 


| That with gigantic Inſolence, haſt dard 


To lift thy wretched ſelf above the Stars, 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty: Thou art fall'n ! 

; B AFAZET. 

'Tis falſe ! I am not fall'n from ought I've been: 
At left my Soul reſoves to keep her State, 
And ſcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 

TAMERLANE. 

Almoſt beneath my Pity art thou fall'n: 
Since, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'n is on thee, 
And preſſes to the Duſt thy ſwelling Soul, 


| Fool-hardy, with the ſtronger thou contendeſt; 


To what vaſt Heights had thy tumultuous Temper 
Been hurry'd, if Succeſs had crown'd thy Wiſhes ; 


| Say, what had I to expect, if thou hadſt conquer'd ? 


BAJAZ ET. 

Oh, glorious Thought! By Heav'n ! Iwill enjoy it, 
Tho” but in Fancy! Imagination ſhall 
Make room to entertain the vaſt Idea, 
Oh! had 1 been the Maſter but of Yeſterday, 
The World, the World had felt me; and for th&e, 
had us'd thee, as thou art to me,—a Dog, 
The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred: 
| would have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footitool to my Saddle: 
Then, when thy daily ſervile Taſk was done, 
| would have cag'd thee, for the Scorn of Slaves, 
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158 TAMERLANE. 


"Till thou hadſt begg'd to die; and even that Merey 
I had deny'd Thee: Now thou know'ſt uy ons 
And queſtion me no farther, 
TAMERLANE. 

Well doſt thou teach me 
What Juſtice ſhould exact from thee: Mankind 
With one Conſent cry out for Vengeance on thee; 
Louldly they call, to cut off this League- breaker, 
This wild Deftroyer, from the Face of Earth. 


The co 
This Re 
As can 
Nor wi! 
Hard 1 
With H 


B A JAZ ET. Ha! { 

Do it, and rid thy ſhaking Soul at once Ir thou 

Of its worſt Fear. Damnat 

TAMER LANE. Give me 

Why ſlept the Thunder, And gra 

That ſhould have arm'd the Idol Deity, Be a va 

And giv'n thee Powr, ere yeſter Sun was ſet, EF Rememl 

To ſhake the Soul of Tamerlane: Hadſt thou an Arm Thy Fo! 
To make thee fear'd, thou ſhould'ſt have prov d it on me, 

Amidſt the Sweat and Blood of yonder Field, 

When, thro' the Tumult of the [ ſought thee, Great M/ 

Fenc'd in with Nations. Tho! the 

BAFAZET. Are bart 

Curſe upon the Stars, That ſp 

That fated us to different Scenes of Slaughter! Shall in 

Oh ! could my Sword have met thee! [ have d 

TAMERLANE, With Sc 

Thou hadit then | Where 2 

As now, been in my Pow'r, and held thy Lite Above t! 

Dependant on my Guift Yes, Bajazet, She feel; 

I bid thee, Live. So much my Soul diſdains, Bat with 

That thou ſhouldſt think, I can fear ought but Heav'n: WM [ 


Nay more; couldſt thou forget thy brutal Fierceneſs, 
And form thyſelf to Manhood, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be ſtill a King, that thou may 'i learn 


What Man ſhould be to Man, in War remembring |} Come 
The 
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E The common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 
This Royal Tent, with ſuch of thy Domeſtics 
As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy Service; 
Nor will I uſe my Fortune, to demand 
Hard Terms of Peace, but ſuch as thou may'ſt offer 
With Honor, I with Honor may receive.* 
[*Tamerlane ns to an Officer, who ia 
Bajazet. 
BAF AZ ET. 1 
Ha! ſay'ſt thou--no!--our Prophet's Vengeance blaſt 
If thou ſhalt buy my Friendſhip with thy Empire. 
Damnation on thee! thou ſmooth fawning Talker! 
Give me again my Chains, that I may curſe thee, 
And gratify my Rage: Or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 
Remember I'm thy Foe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy Folly on thy Head! | 
TAMERLANE. 
Be ſtill my Foe, 
| Great Minds (like Heav'n) are pleas'd in doing good, 
Tho' the ungrateful Subjects of their Favors 
Are barren in return: Thy ſtubborn Pride, 
That ſpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 
Shall in my Honor own, and thy Deſpite, 
[ have done, as I ought, Virtue till does 
With Scorn the Mercenary World regard, 
| Where abje& Souls do good, and hope Reward : 
Above the worthleſs Trophies Men can raiſe, 
dhe ſeeks not Honors, Wealth, nor airy Praiſe, 
But with herſelf, Herſelf, the Goddeſs pays. 
| [Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, 


Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants. 
Manent BAJAzZET, OMAR, Guards. 
BAFAZET. 
Come, lead me to my Dungeon ; plunge me down 
Deep 
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Deep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day, With : 
Where, under Covert of the friendly Darkneſs, Ey'n Þ 
My Soul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its Anguiſh, And av 
OMAR. * 
Our Royal Maſter wou'd, with noble Uſage, To 


Make your Misfortunes light: he bids you hope, 
B AFAZET. 

T tell thee, Slave, I have ſhook hands with Hope, 

And all my Thoughts are Rage, Deſpair, and Hor, 


Look | 
Where 
Perjury 
Where 
Thy lai 
At leng 
My we: 
The pa 
That 01 
And lo! 


Enter HALY, ARPASIA, and Women Attendants, 


* 


Ha? wherefore am I thus? Perdition ſeize me 
But my cold Blood runs ſhiv'ring to my Heart, 

As at ſome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 

With dreadful Actions ſtalks around our Beds. 

The Rage and fiercer Paſſions of my Breaſt 

Are loſt in new Confuſion. — 4rpaſia !—Haly ! 


3 HEE Som 
Oh Emperor ! for whoſe hard Fate out Prophet, Goad 2 
And all the Heroes of thy ſacred Race | _ * 
Are fad in Paradiſe, thy faithful Haly, 8585 
The Slave of all thy Pleaſures, in this Ruin, Inter 
This Univerſal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, Hal. 
Has gather'd up this Treaſure for thy Arms: kt a Sla 
Nor ev'n the Victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
( By whoſe Command, once more thy Slave beholds thee) I :. 
Denies this Bleſſing to thee, but with Honor gyeet 5 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beautcous Bride. And Son 
IA Gives w 
Oh! had her Eyes, with Pity, ſeen my Sorrows, 247 
Had ſhe the Softneſs of a tender Bride, H 
Heav'n cou'd not have beſtow'd a greater Bleſſing, 1 this th, 


And Love had made amends for loſs of Empire. 
But ſee, what Fury dwclls upon her Charms ! 
What Lightning flaſhes from ker angry Eyes! 

With 
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With a malignant Joy ſhe views my Ruin: 


4 Ey'n Beauteous in her Hatred, ſtill ſhe charms me, 
0 | And awes my fierce tumultuous Soul to Love. 
uſh, ARPASITA. 
And dar'ſt thou hope, thou Tyrant ! Raviſher? 
= That Heav'n has any Joy in ſtore for thee ? 
Pe Look back upon the Sum of thy paſt Life, 
. Where Tyranny, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice, 
| * perjury, Murders, ſwell the black Account, 
e, Where loft Arpaſſa's Wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh, 
dants, Thy laſt recorded Crime; but Heav'n has found thee; 
At length the tardy Vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
126 me My weary Soul ſhall bear a little longer 
b, The pain of Life, to call for Juſtice on thee, 
That once complete, ſink to the peaceful Grave, 
, And loſe the Mem'ry of my Wrongs and Thee. 
BATAZET. | 
Thou rail'ſt ! I thank thee for it Be perverſe, 
And muſter all the Woman in thy Soul ; 
Phet, Goad me with Curſes, be a very Wife, 


That I may fling off this tame Love, and hate thee, 


Enter M ONESES., [Bajazer flarting.] 


Ha! — Keep thy Temper, Heart! nor take alarm 
At a Slave's Preſence. | | 


MONESES. 
Leave me, thou cold Fears, 


Ids thee) BN It is 4rpaſia ! 
: Wweet as the roſy Morn ſhe breaks upon me, 
Bride. Bl tnd Sorrow like the Night's unwholſom Shade, 
. = Woves way before the Golden Dawn ſhe brings. 
an. FF, FAZ ET. [ Advancing towards Bim. 
3 Ha, Chriſtian ! Is it well that we meet thus? 
ing, [5 this thy Faith? 
„5 MONE SES. 


| Why does thy frowning Brow - 
Win * 
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Put on this Form of Fury? Is it ſtrange  W::d C 
We ſhouldſt meet here Companions in Misfortune, Loſing 
The Captives of one common Chance of War: 

Nor ſhould thou wonder, that my Sword has fail'd Brav 


Before the Fortune of Victorious Tamer/ane, 

When thou with Nations like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy fide, 
Could'ſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadful Battle, 
That cruſh'd thee with its Shock. Thy Men can witnels, 
Thoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 


And cu 
Ha! yet 
Thou 1 
Thou B 
But tak 
Now to 


My Sword was not unactive. Another 
AJA ET. 127 
No, tis falſe. From ſc 


Where is my Daughter, thou vile Gree4? thou haſt 
Betray'd her to the Tartar ; or even worſe, 

Pale with thy Fears, didſt Joſe her like a Coward, 
And like a Coward now, wouldſt caft the blame 


Then fr 
And onl 


On Fortune, and ill-Star s. Stay, 
MONESES. dtay and 
Ha!] ſaid'f thou like a Coward? Bi x. only 
What Sanctity, what Majeſty Divine | 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my gy ? Why « 
That thus thou dar' to wrong me. That ſto! 
: BAFAZSES -; ob, ſpe: 
Out, thou Slave, And dray 
And know me for thy Lord 
MONESES. Thou 
I tell thee, Tyrant, 
When i in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſat'ſt on high, I will 
When like an Idol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd, While thy 
By proſtrate Wretches, born with flaviſn Souls: For while 
Ev'n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more, The (ad | 
Nor greater than Moneſes ; born of a Race, 
Royal, and Great as thine ; What art thou now then? Forbea; 
The Fate of War has ſet thee with the Loweſt; Of Evils « 


nc 


e, 


i'd 


of) 


oward? 


As only fits thy telling 


Of Evils overpaſt, and Joys to come: 


TAM ERL AN E 163 


And Captives (like the Subjects of the Grave) 
Loling Diſtinction, ſerve one common Lord. 


BAFAZET. 
Brav'd by this Dog ! now give a looſe to Rage, 


Ind curſe thyſelf, curſe thy falſe cheating Prophet. 


Hal yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriſtian; 
Thou left'ſt that Siſter with me: Thou Impoſtor ! 
Thou Boaſt er of thy Honeſty! Thou Liar! 

But take her to thee back. 

Now to explore my Priſon If it holds 

Another Plague like this, the reſtleſs Damn'd 


ür AHHgies lye not) wander thus in Hell: 


From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run, 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only prove variety of Pain. 


[Exeunt Bajazet and Haly. 


ARPASTIA. 
Stay, Bajazet, I charge thee by my Wrongs! 
Stay and unfold a Tale of ſo much Horror, 
Oh, Moneſes! 
MONESES. 
Why doſt thou weep? why this tempeſtuous Paſſion 


That ſtops thy falt'ring Tongue ſhort on my Name ? | 


Ob, ſpeak ! unveil this Myſtery of Sorrow, 
Ard draw the diſmal Scene, at once, to ſight. 
ARPASTA. | 
Thou art undone, loſt, ruin'd, and undone ! 
MONESES, 

I will not think 'tis ſo, while I have thee, 
While thus *tis giv'n to fold thee in my Arms; 
For while I ſigh upon thy panting Boſom, 

The ſad Remembrance of paſt Woes is loſt. 


ARPASTIA. 
Forbear to ſooth thy Soul with flatt'ring An 
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Our Woes are like the genuin Shade beneath, 

Where Fate cuts off the very Hopes of Day, 

And everlaſting Night and Horror reign. 
MONESES. 

By all the Tenderneſs and chaſte Endearments 

Of our paſt Love, I charge thee, my Arpa/ia, 
To eaſe my Soul of Doubts ; give me to know 
At once the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. 

ARPASTIA. 

Take then thy wretched Share in all I ſuffer, 
Still Partner of my Heart. Scarce hadſt thou left 
The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 

Soft*ning the Pride and Fierceneſs of his Temper, 
With gentle Speech made offer of his Love. 
Amaz'd, as at the Shock of ſudden Death, 
I ftarted into Tears, and often urg'd 
( Tho' ſtill in vain) the Difference of our Faiths : 
At laſt, as flying to the utmoſt Refuge, 
With lifted Hands, and ſtreaming Eyes, I ownd 
The Fraud; which when we firſt were made his Pris'ners, 
Conſcious of my unhappy Form, and fearing 
For thy dear Life, I forc'd thee to put on 
Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Siſter : 
Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 
Our mutual Vows had made before the Prieſt. 
Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
Then, Be it ſo, he cry'd. Think'ſt thou thy Vows 
Giv'n to a Slave ſhall bar me from thy Beauties: 
Then bade the Prieſt pronounce the Marriage Rites, 
Which he perform'd, whilſt ſhrieking with Deſpair, 
I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 

 MONESES. 
Villain ! Imperial Villain ! 


Oh, the Coward | 


Aw'd by his Guilt, tho' back'd by Force and Powe! 
But I 


He durſt not to my Face avow his Purpoſe; 
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| But in my Abſence like a lurking Thief 


Stole on my Treaſure, and at once undid me. 


ARPASTIA. 
Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 


| Forgetting all the Rules of Chriſtian Suffering, 


] had done a deſp'rate Murder on my Soul, 


| Fre the rude Slaves, that waited on his Will, 


Had forc'd me to his 
MONESES. 
Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 

And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene; 

Let not Thought enter, leſt the buſy Mind 

Should muſter ſuch a Train of monſterous Images, 

As would diſtract me. Oh! I cannot bear it, 

Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 

Were treaſur'd up, to have thee rifled thus ! 

Thus torn untaſted from my eager Wiſhes ! 

But I will have thee from him. Tame lane 

(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth) 

Shall do me Juſtice on this mighty Robber, 

And render back thy Beauties to Mone/es, 
ARPASIA. | 

And who ſhall render back my Peace, my Honor, 

The ſpotleſs Whiteneſs of my Virgin Soul? 

Ah! no, Moneſes think not I will ever 

Bring a poluted Love to thy chaſte Arms: 

am the Tyrant's Wife. Oh, fatal Title 

And, in the ſight of all the Saints, have ſworn, 

By Honor, Womanhood, and bluſhing Shame, 

To know no ſecond Bride-bed but my Grave. 

MONESES. 
I ſwear it muſt not be, ſince ſtill my Eye 
finds thee as heav'nly white, as Angel pure, 
As in the earlieſt Hours of Life thou wert. 
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Nor art thou his but mine; thy firſt Vow's mine, 
Thy Soul 1 15 mine | 


ARPASIA. | 

Oh! think not, that the Pow'r 
Of moſt perſuaſive Eloquence can make me 
Forget I've been another's, been his Wife; 
Now by my Bluſhes ; by the ſtrong Confuſion, 
And Anguiſh of my Heart! ſpare me, Mone/es, 
Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 
Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my Sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me, 
Death ſhall diſſolve the fatal Obligation, 
And give me up to Peace, to that bleſt Place 
Where the Good reſt from Care and anxious Life, 

MONESES. 

Oh! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee to ſuſfe 

Teach me, with hardy Piety, to combat 


The preſent Ills; inſtruct my Eyes to paſs 


The narrow Bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, 

And with bold Hopes to view the Realms beyond, 

Thoſe diſtant Beauties of the future State. 

Tell me, Arpaſia, — ſay, what Joys are thoſe, 

That wait to crown the Wretch who ſuffers here: 

_ Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing Faith. 
ARPASIA. 

Imagine ſomewhat exquiſitely fine, 


Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas d Mig 


Can barely know, unable to deſcribe it; 
Imagine, 'tis a Tract of endleſs Joys, 
Without Satiety, or Interruption ; 
Imagine 'tis to meet, and part no more. 
MONESES. 
Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our. Lot 
Let us be bleſt together. Oh! my Soul! 


Build on that Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, B8 
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To firuggle with the Storm, that parts us now. 
|  ARPASI A. 
Yes! my Moneſes, now the Surges riſe, 
The ſwelling Sea breaks in between our Barks, 


WT | And drives us to our Fate on different Rocks, 
Farewel — my Soul lives with thee, —— 
 MONESES, 
1, | | Death is parting, 
es, 'Tis the laſt ſad Adieu *twixt Soul and Body, 
ce. But this is ſomewhat worſe—my Joy, my Comfort, 
| All that was left in Life, fleets after thee. 
e, My aking Sight hangs on thy parting Beauties, 
Thy Lovely Eyes all drown'd in Floods of Sorrow! 


> I So ſinks the ſetting Sun beneath the Waves, 

15 Lite, And leaves the Traveller in pathleſs Woods, 
Benighted and forlorn—Thus with ſad Eyes 

to ſuffe i Weſtward he turns, to mark the Light's Decay, 1 
Till having loſt the laſt faint Glimpſe of Day, 
Chearleſs, in Darkneſs, he purſues his Way. 


_ [ Exeunt Moneſes and Arpaſia /ewerally, 
eyon J | 
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| And Le 
ACT HE SENSE I. Wo: 
Thou 1 
T be In/ide of the Royal Tent. Why 
Euter AXALLA, SELIMA, and Nomen Attendants, why 
444 When th 
| To think 
AN there be ought in Love, beyond this Proof, WT) think 
This wondrous Proof, I give thee of my Faith? Nut like: 
To tear thee from my bleeding Boſom thus? My preſe 
To rend the Strings of Life to ſet thee free, 
And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, Hope | 
Foe to my Hopes ? What canſt thou pay me back, Ren 
What but thyſelf (thou Angel) for this Fondneſs? My Fathe 
- SELIME To me wa 
Thou doſt upbraid me, Beggar as I am, Piternal, 
And urge me with my Poverty of Love. Ot when 
Perhaps thou think'ſt tis nothing for a Maid hat not 9 
To ſtruggle through the Niceneſs of her Sex, Nor hardy 
The Bluſhes and the Fears, and own ſhe loves: Frefun'd t. 
Thou think'ſt, tis nothing for my artleſs Heart ere huth' 
To own my Weakneſs and confeſs thy Triumph. lis d me, 
| AXALE MH: 0 ih with | 
Oh! yes, Town it; my charm'd Ears ne er kno: wor b 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy. 
Not Voices, Inſtruments, nor warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, not murm'ring Waters join'd in Conſor ion bal a 
Not tuneful Nature, not th' according Spheres nds woulc 
Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selima and ſtill at 
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wit down caſt Looks, and Bluſhes, ſaid, —I love 
| SELIMA. 
0 And yet thou ſay'ſt, I am a Niggard to thee: 
| year the Balance ſhall be held between us, 
And Love be Judge, if after all the Tenderneſs, 

1 Tears and Confuſion of my Virgin Soul, 
noa ſhould'ſt complain of ought, unjuſt Axalla! 
AXAL LA. 

Why was I ever bleſt?— Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thouſand pleaſing Images 
ſof paſt Enjo; ments, ſince *tis but to plague me? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me 
To think of all the golden Minutes paſt, 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy ? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe 
My prefent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loft, 
SELIMA. | 
Hope better for us both; nor let thy Fears, 
Like an unlucky Omen, croſs my Way. 
My Father rough and ſtormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and with Fondneſs 
Paternal, ever met me with a Blefling. 
0 when Offence had ſtirr d him to ſuch Fury, 
hat not grave Counſellors for Wiſdom fam'd, 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
freſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful Dread, 
ſere huth'd as Death: yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
lis d me, and bid me utter all my Purpoſe ; 
il, with my idle Prattle, I had ſooth d him, 
e'er knen won him from his Anger. 
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8 Proc, 
Faith! 
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, Oh! I know, 
n Conio'Wiicu haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers; 
res ads would forget to graze and ſavage Beaſts 


ad {till and loſe their Fierceneſs, but to hear thee, 
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As if they had Reflection, and by Reaſon 

Forſook a leſs Enjoyment for a greater. 

But oh! when I revolve each Circumſtance, 

My Chriſtian Faith, my Service cloſely bound 

To Tamerlane my Maſter, and my Friend: 

Tell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain ? 

Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 

Should doom thy Beauties to another's Bed ? 
SELIMA. 


"Tis a ſad Thought; but to appeaſe thy Doubts, 


Here in the awful Sight of Heav'n, I vow, 

No Pow'r ſhall e'er divide me from thy Love, 
Ev'n Duty ſhall not force me to be falſe. 

My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 
But never from my Heart ; and when the Maids 
Shall yearly come with Garlands of freſh Flow'rs, 
'To mourn with pious Office o'er my Grave, 
They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lov'd, how much I ſuffer'd for thee, 


And while they grieve my Fate, ſhall praiſe my Ong 


AXA 1 L A. 

But ſee the Sultan comes my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion; Hope and Fear 
Fight with alternate Conqueſt in my Breaſt. 
Oh? Can I give her from me? Yield her up? 


Now mourn, thou God of Love, ſince Honor triumphs 


And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. 


Euler BAJ AZ ET, 


BAFAZET. 

To have a nauſeous Courteſy forc'd on me 
Spite of my Will by an inſulting Foe, 
Ha! they would break the Fierceneſs of my Tempe 
And make me ſupple for their ſlaviſh Purpoſe: 
Curſe on their fawning Arts; from Heav'n itſclf 
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| wou'd not on ſuch Terms receive a Benefit, 


But ſpurn it back upon the Giver's Hand. 
[Selima comes forward and kneels to Bajazet. 


1 S ELINA. 

My Lord; my Royal Father! 
7 BAFAZET. | 
ultan Ha!] what art thou? 


What heav'nly Innocence? that in a Form 

do known, ſo lov'd, haſt left thy Paradiſe, 
Joubts, for joyleſs Priſon, for this Place of Woe! 

| Art thou Selima? 
» SELIM A. 
| Have you forgot me ? 

Alas, my Piety is then in vain ; 
uds Your Selima, your Daughter whom you lov'd, 
WIS, The fondling once of her dear Father's Arms, 
s come to claim her Share in his Misfortunes ; 
To wait and tend him with obſequious Duty; 
To fit, and weep for every Care he feels; 
To help to wear the tedious Minutes out, 
To ſoften Bondage, and the Loſs of Rmpire. 


BAFAZET. 

yy Now by our Prophet! if my wounded Mind 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now 

f Ern from thy prating Infancy thou wert 


riumpi: My Joy, my little Angel; ſmiling Comfort 
Came with thee ſtill to glad me: Now I'm curs'd 
Eyn in thee too: Reproach and Infamy | 
Attend the Chriſtian Dog, to whom thou wert truſted: - 
To ſee thee here —'twere better ſee thee dead. | 


| Thus Tamerlane to Royal Bajazet, 


VP 


Temp (With Kingly Greeting ſends: Since with the Brave, 
:: he bloody Bus neſs of the Fight once ended) 
telt em Hate and Oppoſition ought to ceaſe; 


12 Thy 
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Thy Queen already to thy Arms reſtor'd, 


Receive this ſecond Gift, thy beauteous Daughter; 


And if there be ought farther in thy Wiſh, 
Demand with Honor, and obtain it ireely. 
BA AZ ET. 

Bear back thy fulſom Greeting to thy Maſter, 
Tell him, I'Il none on't: Had he been a God, 
All his Omnipotence could not reſtore 
My Fame diminiſh'd, Loſs of Sacred Honor, 
The Radiancy of Majeſty eclips d. | 
For ought betides, it is not worth my Care ; 
The Giver and his Gifts are both beneath me. 

| AXALLA. 

Enough of War the wounded Earth bas known; 
' Weary at length and walted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head, to ſhew 
Her Cities humbled, 'and her Countries ſpoil'd, 
And to her mighty Maſter ſues for Peace. 

Oh, Sultan! by the Fow'r Divine I ſwear! 
With Joy I wou'd relign tae ſayage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain d, could I atone 
The fatal Breach twixt thee and Tamerlane; 

And think a Soldier's Glory well beſtow'd, 
To buy Mankind a Peace. 

A 
And what art thou ? 

That doſt preſume to mediate twixt the Rage 


Of angry Kings: 


AXALL 4. 
A Prince, born of the cobleſ, 


And of a Soul that anſwers to that Birth. 
That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on 
A forc'd F orgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueſt ſo lately to thy Court, then meeting 


SELIM#. 


On gentler Terms. 
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SELIM A. 
Could ought efface the Merit 


LOf brave Arallas Name, yet when your Daughter 


Chall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us'd ; 
Hoi light this gallant Prince made all her Bondage; 
Moſt ſure the Royal Bajazet will own 
That Honor ſtands indebted to ſuch Goodneſs, 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendſhip more than pay it. 
BAFAZET. 
Ha! Know'ſt thou that, fond Girl ? — Go —'tis 
not well 
And when thou couldſt deſcend to take a Benefit 
From a vile Chriſtian, and thy Father's Foe, 
Thou didſt an Act diſhoneſt to thy Race; 
Henceforth, unleſs thou mean to cancel all 
My Share in thee, and write thyſelf a Baſtard; 
Die, ſtarve, know any Evil, any Pain, | 
Rather than taſte a Mercy from theſe Dogs. 
SELIMA. 
Alas! Axalla! 
'AXALLA.. 
Weep not, lovely Maid ; 
Iſwear, one pearly Drop from thoſe fair Eyes 
Would over-pay the Service of my Life; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
tor all thy angry Father's Frowns and Fierceneſs. 
| BMAF ALET. 

Oh! my curs'd Fortune! — am I fall'n thus low? 
Dinonor'd to my Face? thou Earth-born thing, 
Thou Clod ! how haſt thou dar'd to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the ſacred Race of mighty Ottoman? 

Vaom Kings, whom ev'n our Prophet's holy Offspring 
At diſtance have beheld ; and what art thou ? 

hat glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth? 

thou vile Obſcurity ! Ha !—ſay—thou baſe one. 
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| AXALE A. promi 
Thus  Gulleny 'd, Virtue, modeſt as ſhe 1s, Thy Ci 
Stands up to do herſelf a common Juſtice, 
To anſwer, and aſſert that inborn Merit, 
That Worth, which conſcious to herſelf ſhe feels, Mean'ſt 
Were Honor to be ſcann'd by long Deſcent, There i: 
From Anceſtors ill uſtrious, I could vaunt And I 
A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount 
Among my Fathers, Names of ancient Story, 
Heroes and God-like Patriots, who ſubdu'd 
The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Roman, 
Scorn'd to be Kings; but that be their own Praiſe; 
Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead, 
My ſelf an Undeſerver. I could prove 
My Friendſhip ſuch, as thou might'ſt deign t'accept 
With Honor, when it comes with friendly Office, 
To render back thy Crown, and former Greatneſs: 
And yet ev'n this, evn all is poor, when Selina 
With matchleſs Worth weighs down the adverſe Scale 
B AF AZ ET. 
To give me back what Yeſterday took from me 
Wou'd be to give like Heav'n, when having finiſh'd 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his Fav'rite Man be Lord of all. 
But this 
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Nor is this Gift beyond my Pow'r ; 
Oft has the mighty Maſter of my Arms 
Urg'd me with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bounteous Pow”: | 
"Tis true I wav'd the Proffer, and have held it 
The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 
To be the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Than to be 4/a's Lord: Nor wonder then, 
If in the Confidence of ſuch a Friendſhip, 
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Tat Death, that deadly Poiſon to my Glory. 


| Weep'ſt thou, fond Girl? Now as thy King, and F — 
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[ promiſe boldly for the Royal Giver, 

Thy Crown, and Empire. | 
| BAJAZET. | 

For our Daughter thus 

Mean'ſt thou to barter? ha! I tell thee, Chriſtian, 

There is but one, one Dowry, thou canſt give, 

And I can ask, worthy my Daughter's Love. 

AXALLA. 
Oh! name the mighty Ranſom, task my Pow'r, 
Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death. 
Tenhance the Price. 


BA JAZ ET. 
I take thee at thy Word. 


dung me the Tartar's Head. 
AXALLA. 
Ha! 
BAJAZ ET. 


Tamerlane s, 


a AXALLA. 
Prodigious ! Horrid ! 
SELIMA. 
Loft ! for ever log! 
BAFAZET. , 
And cou'dſt thou hope to bribe me with ought elſe? ö 
With a vile Peace patch'd up on laviſh Terms? ; | 
With tributary Kingſhip? No- To merit : 
A Recompence from me, ſate my Revenge. : 
The Tartar is my Bane, I cannot bear him; N 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both; © 4 
tl ſhall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 
keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever ; 
s if two Suns ſhould meet in the Meridian, 
and firive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. 
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I charge thee, drive this Slave from thy Remembrance 


Hate ſhall be pious in thee; “ come and join — 

ä * {Laying hold on her Han | 

To curſe thy Father's Foes. 
| SELIM 7. 


Undone for ever ! 
Now Tyrant Duty, art thou yet obey'd ? 


There is no more to give thee. Oh Axalla ! Enter 
[Bajazet leads out Selima, ſhe looking back u 
Axalla. 55 | 
AXALLA. 1088 
Tris what I fear'd; Fool that I was t'obey: You 
The Coward Love, that could not bear her Frown, Jo give 


Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps ev'n now, 


The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. Moſt 

Fiercely he ſtorms, ſhe weeps, and ſighs, and tremble, Fe man! 

But ſwears at length, to think on me no more. : 

He bade me take her.— But, oh gracious Honor! His C 

Upon what Terms? My Soul yet ſhudders at it, 

And ſands but half recover'd of her Fright. 

The Head of Tamer/ane ! monſtrous Impiety ls not o 

Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr. One W 

Oh, Emperor, I own J ought to give thee Keeps | 

Some nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith. 

Than let the Pains I feel my Friendſhip prove, : 
"Tis eaſiex far to die, than ceaſe to love. Eipecia 
[Exit Axalla Wil Nor wil 
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S C1 6 © II. 
TAMERLANE's Camp. 


Exter ſeverally Mo x ESE s, and Prince of Tanais, 


TO VES E S. 


F I not preſs untimely on his Leiſure, 
You would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 
To give me means of Audience from the Emperor, 
PRINCE. 
Moſt willingly, tho' for the preſent Moment 
We mult intreat your Stay; he holds him private. 


MONECES. 


rown, 
n now, 


rembles, 


nor! His Council, I preſume. 
it, P BR INCE. 
No; the Affair | 
le not of Earth, but Heav'n-— a Holy Man, 
Martyr, ne whom our Prophet's Law calls ſuch) a Derwiſe 


Keeps him in Conference. 
MONESES. 
Hours of Religion, 
Eſpecially of Princes, claim a Reverence, 
Axalla Nor will be interrupted. 
PRINCE. 
What his Buſineſs 
Imports, we know not: but with earneſt Sute 
This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maſter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heav' n) 
In reverend Regard holds all that bear 
Relation to Religion, and, on notice 
E NE WV his Requeſt, receiv'd him on the Inſtant. 
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MONESES. 
We will attend his Pleaſure. [ Exeun, 


Or me 
Thou! 


irtuor 
Enter TAM ERLAN T, and a DER VIS E. N 


TAMERLANE He is 

Thou bring | me thy Credentials from the Highes, HU ! 
From Aa, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meſſage, 

It muſt import the beſt and nohleſt Ends: is | 

DERFISE. For diff. 

Thus ſpeaks our holy Mabomet, who has giv'n thee Mock re 

To reign, and conquer: Ill doſt thou repay Unihine 

The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of On diffe 

"The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatneſs floy nd the 

Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, haſt beaten down, Keav'n t 


dince all 
Ove beſt 
Thos wh 
He found 


And trampled on Religion's Sanctity. 
VVV 
Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King, 
(The greateſt Names of Honor) do but make 
Thy Imputation out, and Tamer/ane 
Shall do thee ample Juſtice on himſelf: 
So much the ſacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 
Could I ſuſpect my Soul of harb'ring ought + al of th 
To its Diſhonor, I would ſearch it ſtrictly, T] 
And drive th' oftending Thought with Fury forth. 
DERVIS E. 
Ves, thou haſt hurt our Holy Prophet's Honor, 
By foſtring the pernicious Chriſtian Sect; 
Thoſe, v hom his Sword puriu'd with fell Deſtruction, 


Mol ir 


"ny have 
Why have 
My ſacred 
ind make 


Thou tak'ſt into thy Boſom, to thy Councils; „on, an 
They are thy only Friends: The true Believers Fant there 
Mourn to behold thee favor this Axalla. we out: 

TAMERLANE. Weis hir 


I fear me, thou out- go | the Prophet's Order 
And bring' { his venerable Name to ſhelter 
A Rudeneſs ill- becoming thee to uſe, FP: Sod 


DT aAMEELLANE 179 


or me to ſuffer. When thou nam'ſt my Friend, 
Fxfum I Tuou nam'ſt a Man beyond a Monk's diſcerning, 
| Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior, and a Prince. 
D DERVIS E. 
He is a Chriſtian; there our Law condemns him, 
Jighet, o' he were evn all thou ſpeak'ſt, and more. 
age, TAMERLANE. | 
"Tis falſe; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuous, 
For differing from the Rules your Schools deviſe. 
vn thee look round, how Providence beſtows alike 
Unſhine and Rain, to bleſs the fruitful Year, 
0: 4: ferent Nations, all of diff rent Faiths; 
eſs fow nd tho' by ſeveral Names and Titles worſhipp'd) 
vn. Keav'n takes the various Tribute of their Praiſe; 
"ce all agree to own, at leaſt to mean, 
Ove beſt one greateſt, only Lord of All. 
Thos when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
he found that all was good, and bleſt the fair Variety. 
DERVIS E. 
Mod impious, and profane ! 
Prince. 
5 Fal of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the Danger 
| Tiy angry Pow Tr may threaten: I command thee 
rth. ſohear, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays Makomet ! 
(hy have I made thee dreadful to the Nations? 
10r, Why have I giv'n thee Conqueſt? but to ſpread 
ky {acred Law ev'n to the utmoſt Earth, 
ruction, Ni make my Holy Mecca the World's Worſhip ? 
don, and wherelſoe'er thy Arms ſhall. proſper, 
T3 Fart there the Prophet's Name: with Sword and Fire 
Ie out all other Faiths, and let the World | 
cis him only. 
TAMERLANME. 
Had he but commanded 
Sword to conquer all, to make the World 


nay, frown not- 


* 


Knone 
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Know but one Lord, the Task were not ſo hard; 
Twere but to do what has been done already; 
And Pfilip's Son, and Cæſar did as much: 
But to ſubdue th' nnconquerable Mind, 
To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect 
Upon all Apprehenfions; to force this, 
Or this Man, juſt to think, as thcu and I do; 
Impoſlible! Unleſs Souls were alike 
In all, which differ now like Human Faces. 
DERVIS E. 

Well might the Holy Cauſe be carry'd on, 
If Mufjulmen did not make War on Muſ/ulmen. 
Why hold'ſt thou Captive a believing Monarch: 


Now, as thou hop'ſt to ſcape the Prophet's Curſe, | 


Releaſe the Royal Bajazer, and join 
With Force united, to deſtroy the Chriſtians. 
TAMERLANE. 
"Tis well—T've found the Cauſe that mov'd thy Zeal 
What ſhallow Politician ſet thee on, 
In hopes to fright me this way to Compliance? 
DERPFISE. 
Our Prophet only. — 
TAMERLANE. 
No-—thou doſt belye him, 
Thou maker of new Faiths! that dar'ſt to build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name. 
Religion's Luſtre 1s by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, and fimple from all Arts; 
You daub, and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fancies, and by adding 


Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 


Suſpect her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 


And wo'not bear all Lights. Hence ! I have found theo | 


DERVISE. 


I have bat one refort. Now aid me, Prophet. [.4 | 
on 


Yet I have ſomewhat further to unfold; 
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ol Gur Prophet ſpeaks to thee in Thunder — “* thus—— 
5 [* The Derviſe drax's a conceal'd Dagger aud 
offers ta lab Tamerlane. 
TAMERLANE. 
No, Villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its Worſhippers, 
[/Frefling the Dagger from bim. 
) > And blaſts the Murderer's Purpoſe Think thou Wretch, 


Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
When I ſhall doom thee 


DERPISE. 5 
Tis but Death at laſt, 
. und I will fuffer greatly for the Cauſe 
ch? That urg'd me firſt to the bold Deed. 
Curle, | TAMERLANE. 


Oh, impious! 
Enthuſiaſm thus makes Villains, Martyrs. 

I [a/ing. ] It ſhall be ſo To die! 'twere a Reward 
hy Zea Now learn the Difference 'twixt thy Faith and mine: 
bine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 

? Une can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee live. 
deep thy own wicked Secret, and be ſafe: 

thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the ſame, 

Tis Puniſhment enough to be a Villain: 


n, thou repent'ſt, I have gain'd one to Virtue, 

ild And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy, 
Hence! from my Sight — It ſhocks my Soul, to think 
That there is ſuch a Monſter in my Kind. [ Exit Derviſe. 

Whither will Man's Impiety extend? 
treſs, 0h gracious Heav'n! doſt thou withold thy Thunder, 
hen bold Aſſaſſins take thy Name upon em, 
de Wondz And ſwear they are the Champions of thy Cauſe? 
and theed Enter MON ES Es. 


N ONE SES. 
t. [45:0 Oh Emperor! before whoſe awful Throne 


| Th Af. 
Ou 


182 TAM ERL AN E. 
Th' Afflicted never kneel in vain for Juſtice, 


[ Kneeling to Tamerlane. 


Undone, and ruin'd, blaſted in my Hopes, 

Here let me fall before your ſacred Feet, 

And groan out my Misfortunes, till your Pity, 

(The laſt Support and Refuge that is left me) 

Shall raiſe me from the Ground, and bid me live, 
| TAMERLANE. 

Riſe, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth, 
And tell how boldly that might bid thee ask, 
Left I ſhould make a Merit of my Juſtice, 

The common Debt I owe to thee, to All, 
Ev'n to the meaneſt of Mankind, the Charter 


By which I claim my Crown, and Heav'n's Protection: 


Speak then as to a King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow'r is lodg'd, for Righteous Ends alone. 
MONESES. 
One only Joy, one Bleſſing, my fond' Heart 
Had fix'd its Wiſhes on, and that is loſt; 
That Siſter, for whoſe Safety my ſad Soul 
Endur'd a thouſand Fears. 
TAMERLANE. 
I well remember, 
When, ere the Battle join'd, I ſaw thee firſt, 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love, 
Thou told'ſt a moving Tale of her Misfortunes, 
Such as beſpoke my Pity. Is there ought 
Thou can'ſt demand from Friendſhip? ask and have it. 
MONESES. 

Firſt, oh! let me intreat your Royal Goodneſs. 
Forgive the Folly of a Lover's Caution, | 
That forg'd a Tale of Falſhood to deceive you: 
Said I, the was my Siſter ?!—Oh! tis falſe, 

She holds a dearer Intereſt in my Soul, 
Such as the cloſeſt Ties of Blood ne'er knew: 
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An Int'reſt, ſuch as Power, Wealth, and Honor 
Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beftow ; 

the was the Miſtreſs of my Vows, my Bride, 
Contract mine; and long ere this the Prieſt 

Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Bajazet ——— 


. TAAMERLANE. 

Ha! Bajazet !——If yet his Pow'r withholds 
The Cauſe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, 
len Gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 
ite of his Savage Temper, to reſtore her. 

This Morn a Soldier brought a Captive Beauty, 
gad tho' ſhe ſeem'd, yet of a Form moſt rare, 
by much the nobleſt Spoit of all the Field: 
Ev'n Scipio, or a Victor yet more cold, 
Might have forgot his Virtue, at her Sight. 
druck with a pleaſing Wonder, I beheld her, 
Till by a Slave that waited near her Perſon, 
[learnt ſhe was the Captive Sultan's Wife ; 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous Joy 
I gazing long, and {ent her to her Lord. 
MONESES. 

There was Moeneſes loſt,—Too ſure my Heart 
From the firſt mention of her wondrous Charms) 
Irſag'd it cou'd be only my Ampaſia. 

TAMERLANE. 

Jrpaſia! didft thou ſay:? 
MONESES. 
ve Yes, my Arpaſia, 

TAMERLANE. 

Sure T miſtake, or fain I would miſtake thee.. 

Inzm'd the Queen of Bajaxet, his Wife. 
MONESES. 

His Queen! His Wife! He brings that Holy Title: 

o varniſh o'er the monſtrous Wrongs he has done me. 


hn | TAME R. 


ection: | 


ne. 


TAM r. 


TAMERL ANE. 
Alas! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are juſt, 
Thou art indeed unhappy ——— 
MONESES, 
Can you pity me, 


184 


And not redreſs ? * Oh, Royal Tamer /are / [* KGiceliro, 
; d 


Thou Succor of the Wretched, reach thy Mercy, 
To {ave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion : 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Youth, 
Oh let not Sorrow blaſt me, left I wither, 
And fall in vile Diſhonor, Let thy Juſtice 
Reſtore me my A pain; give her back, 
Back to mv Wiſhes, to my 'Tranſports give her, 
To mv fond, refleſs; bleecing, dying Bofom ;. 
Oh! give her to me yet while I have Life 
To blets thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpalia! 
7 AMERL ANE. 
Unhappy Royal Youth, why doſt thou ask 
What Honor muſt deny? Ha! Is ſhe not 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy d ? 
And would thou have my partial Friendihip break 
That Holy Knot, which ty'd once, all Mankind 
Aorce to hold Sacred, and Undiflolveable? 
T he Brutal Violence v oald ſtain my Juſtice, 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated Name 
To late Poſterity. 
MONESES. 
Are then the Vous. 
The Holy Vows we regiſter d in Heav n, 
But common Air? 
TAM ERTL 
Con d thy fond Love forget 
The Violation of a firft Enjoyment ? — 
Bot Sorrow has diſturb'd and hurt thy Mind. 
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| MONESES, 
Perhaps it has, and like an idle Madman, 


t Ci 


Wat wanders With a Train of hooting Boys, 
do a thoutand Things to ſhame my Reaſon. 

Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me 

bar, far from the World's Sight; Honor and Fame, 


4 ns, and the glonous War ſhall be forgotten: 
o noble Sound of Greatneſs, or Ambition, 


Kall wake my drowzy Soul from her dead Sleep, 


11 


che laſt Trump do ſummon. 
TAMERLANE. 
Let thy Virtue 

tand up and anſwer to theſe warring Paſſions, 
That vex thy manly Temper. From the Moment 
When firſt 1 ſaw thee, ſomething wondrous noble 
done thro” thy Form, and won wy Friendſhip for thee, 
Vikout the tedious form of long Acquaintance 
Nor will I lote thee poorly for a Woman. 
Come q roop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
Due Greatneſs, till we riſe to Immortality; 
Thoa ſhalt forget theſe lefier Cares, Merch, 
lhou halt, and help me to reform the World, 

MONESES. 

do the good Genius warns his 

To Ny the evil Fate, that ſtill purſaes him, 
Til it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlare, 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to me: 
dat oh! too deep the wounding Griet is fixt 


mortal Charge, 


* 


dor any Hand to heal. 


T AMERLANS, 
This dull Deſpair 
's Lazineſs: Rouſe to the Combat, 
à thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore thee; 
e Soul of Arms ſhall wake thy martial Ardor, 
dd cure this amorous Sickneis of thy Soul, 
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TAU RN r. 


Begun by Sloth, and nurs d by too much Eaſe; 


The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 


Amidſt inglorious Shades, and purling Streams; 
In roſy Fetters, and fantaſtic Chains, 


He binds deluded Maids and ſimple Swains, 
With ſoft Enjoy ments, wooes em to forget 
The hardy Toils, and Labors of the Great, 
But if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms; 
To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 
The Coward Boy avows his abject Fear, 
On ſilken wings ſublime he cuts the Air, 
Scar'd at the noble Noiſe, and 'Thunder of the 


War, 


Extunt. 
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AT SCEMNE 3 


BAIJAZ E T' Tent, 


War. Enter HAL, and the DER ISE. 
Exeunt. f 


HALY. 


O 'ſcape with Life from an Attempt like this, 
Demands my Wonder juſtly. 
DER VIS E. 
| True, it may; 
| But 'tis a Principle of his new Faith ; 
Tis what his Chriſtian Favorites have inſpir'd, 
Who fondly make a Merit of Forgiveneſs, 
And give their Foes a ſecond Opportunity, 
If the firſt Blow ſhould miſs: —Failing to ſerve 
The Sultan to my Wiſh, and ev'n deſpairing 
Of further means, t effect his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriv'd my Hopes. 
HALY. 
The Prophet, and our Maſter will reward 
Thy Zeal in their behalf: but ſpeak thy Purpoſe. 
DERVIS E. 
Juſt ent'ring here I met the Tarrar General, 
Fierce Omar. 
HALT. 
He commands (if I miſtake not) 


: ' This Quarter of the Army, and our Guards. 
ae DERVISE. 
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DERV ISE. 

The ſame; by his ſtern Aſpe&, and the Fires 
That kindled in his Eyes, I gueſs'd the Tumult 
Some Wrong had rais'd in his tempeſtuous Soul; 

A Friendſhip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 

To ask of his Concerns; In ſhort I learn'd, 

That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Daughter, 

He had begg'd her, as a Captive of the War, 

From Tamerlane; but meeting with Denial 

Of what he thought his Services might claim, 

Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the Italian, 

As cauſe of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, 

And added to his Injuries the Wrongs 

Our Prophet daily meets from this Axalla. 

But ſee, he comes. Improve what I ſhall tel}, 

And all we wiſh is ours. 
[They ſeem to talk together aſide 
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2 


Enter O M AR. 
OMAR. 
No if J forgive it, 
Diſhonor blaſt my Name; was it for this 
That I directed his firſt Steps to Greatneſs ? 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is! 


When our Great Cam firſt bent his Eyes towards him, 


(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 
Perſuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call'd him his Son, and Succeſſor of Empire: 
Was it for this, that like a Rock I flood, 

And ftemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
Who ſcorn'd his upſtart Sway? When Calibes 
In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
To own his Cauſe, I, like his better Angel, 
Stood by his ſhaking Throne, and fixt it faſt; 
And am I now ſo loſt to his Remembrance 
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That when Lask a Captive, he ſhall tell me, 
She is Axalla's Right, his Chriſtian Minion ? 
DERVISE. 

Allow me, valiant Omer, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, Why right you not yourſelf? 
The Prize you ask is in your Power. 

OMAR. 
5 It is, 

And I will ſeize it in deſpite of Tamerlane, 


| And that /ra/ian Dog. 


HALY. 
What need of Force, 
When ev'ry thing concurs to meet your Wiſhes? 
Our mighty Maſter would not wiſh a Son 
Nobler than Omar; from a Father's Hand 
Receive that Daughter, which hs: T amerlane 
las to your Worth deny'd. 


OMAR. 
Now by my Arms, 
[will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that ſhall reſtore his Liberty, 
His Crown? and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
Upon his greateſt Foe? 


HALY. 

All he can ask, 
ind far beyond his Wiſh, —— [Trumpets 
OMAR. 

Theſe Trumpets ſpeak 
The Emperor's Approach; he comes once more, 
Io offer Terms of Peace; retire within 
will know farther, —he grows deadly to me; 
and curſe me, Prophet, if I not repay 
lis Hate, with Retribution full as mortal. 
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but her 
Think 
Scene draws, diſcovers ARPAS1A Lying on And i 
a Couch. vw 
And de 
ASONG to Sleep. By a Lavpr. 
O Thee, oh! gentle Sleep, alone 
I owing all our Peace, Whe 
By Thee our Joys are Heighten d . And ad 
By Thee our Sorrows ceaſe. Yet ſhe 
No Sor 
7 he Nymph, whoſe Hand, by Fraud or Force, But ſho 
Some . yrant has poſſeſs'd, The Qu 
By Thee, obtaining a Divorce, Loch w. 
In ber own Choice is bleſs d. | We hol 
g ad bc 
OCH ſlay; Arpaha bids thee ſtay, 
7 he jadly weeping Fair 
Conjures Thee, not to loſe in Day hat u. 
1 he Ollject of her Care: have! 
| Wi ccepter 
To grafh ao He pleaſing Form ſhe ſought a 3 
7 hat Motion chas d her Sleep | | , 
Ty pn _ vo wrought Whe 
e Griefs, for which abe weep. Nan 
ARPASIA. | hs 
Oh! Death! thou gentle End of human Sorrows f eufiers 
Still muſt my weary Eye-lids vainly wake f mak 
cure 


In tedious Expectation of thy Peace: 3 
Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand Doors fill open, 
To take the Wretched in? if ſtern Religion q 
Guards ev'ry Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance? 
Lucrece could bleed, and Porcia ſwallow Fire, 


Leſt He 
if I loo 


Not t 
I Thy Re 


When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal Suff race 


but here it muſt not be. Think then, Arpaſia, 
Think on the ſacred Dictates of thy Faith, 


L And let that arm thy Virtue, to perform 

N What Cato's Daughter durſt not, Live Arpaſſa, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

% Euter TAMERLANE, and Attendants. 


TAMERLANE. 
When Fortune {miles upon the Soldier's Arms, 
And adds ev'n Beauty to adorn his Conqueſt, 
Yet ſhe ordains, the Fair ſhould know no Fears, 
No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes; 
But ſhould be us'd ev'n nobly, as herſelf, 
The Queen and Goddeſs of the Warrior's VowSs.— 
Such welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultaneſs, 
We hope you have receiv'd; it ſhall be larger, 
and better as it may. 
ARPASIHS. 
Since I have borne 
That miſerable Mark of fatal Greatneſs, 
| have forgot all Diff rence of Conditions, 
Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
| ind the beſt Change my Fate can bring is Death. 
TAMERLANE. 
When Sorrow dwells in ſuch an Angel Form 
Vl may we gueſs, that thoſe above are Mourners; 
Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence 
dulfers ſome wond'rous Violation here, 
To make the Saints look ſad. Oh teach my Pow'r 
lo cure thoſe Ills which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 
leſt Heav'n ſhoald wreſt it from my idle Hand, 
look on and ſee you weep in vain, 


ARPASIA. | 
Not that my Soul diſdains the gen'rous Aid 
Dy Royal Goodneſs proffers; but oh! Emperor, 
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It is not in my Fate to be made Happy: 
Nor will J liſten to the Cos'ner, Hope; 
But ſtand reſolv'd to bear the beating Storm, 
That roars around me; ſafe in this alone, 
Thac am not Immortal — Tho' 'tis hard, 
Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee 
Dear Native Greece) and you, ye weeping Maids, 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth : 
My noble Parents! oh ! the Grief of Heart! 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow: 
And yet there is a Woe ſurpaſling all; 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conſtancy, 
If you expect] ſhall endure it long. 
TAMERLANE. 

Why is my Pity all that I can give, 
To Tears like yours: and yet I fear 'tis all; 
Nor dare I ask, what mighty Loſs you mourn, 
Leſt Honor ſhoula forbid to give it back. 

ARPASIA 

No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhould}, 
But know (tho' the Weakneſs of my Scx 
I yield theſe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think I am born a Gree4, nor doubt my Virtue: 
A Grect! from whote fam'd Anceſtors of old, 
Rome drew the Patterns of her boaſted Heroes: 
They muſt be mighty Evils that can vanquih 
A Sęa/ lau Courage, and a Chriſtian Faith. 


Euter BAJAZET. 


BATAZET. 


To know no Thought of Reſt! to have the Mind 


Still miniſtring freſh Plagues! as in a Circle, 
Where one Diſhonor treads upon another; 
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What know the Fiends beyond it? * Ha! by Hell! 
| Seeing Arp. and * 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here? to rob my Love? 
And violate the laſt Retreat of Happineſs? 
TAMERLANE. 
But that I read upon thy frowning Brow, 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaſt ; 
Once more (in pity to the ſuff ring World) 
| neant to offer Peace. 
BATFAZET. 
And mean'ſt thou too 
T1 treat it with our Empreſs? and to barter 
{he Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Favors? 
ARPASIA. 
What wou'd the Tyrant? 
B A JA & ET, 
Seek 'ſt thou thus our Friend{hip? 
{; this the Royal Uſage, thou didſt boaſt 7 
TAMERLANE. 
The boiling Paſſion that diſturbs thy Soul, 
Spreads Clouds around, anc makes thy Purpoſe dark 
Urriddle what thy myſtic Fury aims at. 
BAJAZ ET. 
[5 it a Riddle, Read it there expla ind, 
There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Rage! 
The Peuſant Hind, begot and born to Slay'ry, 
Jet dares aſlert a Husband's ſacred Right, 
And guard his homely Couch from Violation: 
And ſhall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 
Witzout complaining ? 
TAMERLANE. 
If I could have wrong'd thee, 
If conſcious Virtue, and all judging Heay'n 
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Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd Appetite, 
What hinder'd, but in ſpite of thee, my Captive, 
I might have us'd a Victor's boundleſs Pow'r, 
And ſated ev'ry Wiſh my Soul could form? 

But to ſecure thy Fears, know, Bajazer, 

This is among the Things I dare not do. 


And dris 
And 15 1t 
A Woun' 
My Virtt 


Yes, t 
3 AFALET. Their Af 
By Hell! tis falſe; elſe, wherefore art thou preſet Pronenel: 
What cam'ſt thou for, but to undo my Honor? o eracio 
I found thee holding amorous Parly with her, "YR 
Gazing and gloting on her wanton Eyes, in Ange 
And bargaining for Pleaſures yet to come; Though 
My Life, 1 know, is the devoted Price; Tl er'n 
But take it, I am weary of the Pain. Erde differ 
TAMERLANE. 
Yet ere thou raſhly urge my Rage too far, Why ſc 
J warn thee to take heed: I am a Man, A Wiſe, 
And have the Frailties common to Man's Nature; [lf humat 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 1a, for 
And may be blown up to ſo fierce a Blaze, Wins no 
As Wiſdom cannot rule. Know, thou haſt touch'd om gu 
Ev'n in the niceſt. tend'reſt Part, my Honor. Thom W. 
My Honor! which, like Power, diſdains being queſtion Keow, I d 
Thy Breath has blaſted my fair Virtue's Fame, Met that! 
And mark'd me for a Villain, and a Tyrant, Bit that m 
| ARPA is unpoll, 
And ftand I here an idle Looker-on, ud ſcorns 
To ſee my Innocence murder'd and mangled : 
By barbarous Hands, nor can revenge the Wrong? ; 01 Pity 
Art thou a Man, and dar'ſt thou uſe me thus? uud me ; 
| | [To Bajazqh bou blind 
Haſt thou not torn me from my Native Country ? | if 
From the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends? Wah ons 
From my Soul's Peace, and from my injur'd Lovg li bias - 
Haſt thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, i monſtr 
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And Jriv'n me to the brink of black Deſpair; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add 


, Wound more deep, to ſally my white Name, 
My Virtue ? 
BATFAZET. 
Yes, thou haſt thy Sex's Virtues, 
| Their Affectation, Pride, Ill-nature, Noiſe, 
preſent WMp;oncneſs to change, ev'n from the Joy that pleas'd em: 
xt & gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, 
That for another Love you would forego 
an Angel's Form, to mingle with a Devil's; 
Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wander; 
Till ev'n your large Experience takes in all 
The different Nations of the peopled Earth. 
ARPASIA. 
Why ſought'ſt thou not from thy own Impious Tribe 
A Wiie, like one of theſe? for ſuch thy Race 
ure; human Nature brings forth ſuch) affords, 
7, ce, for chaſte Virgins fam'd, and pious Matrons, 
ems not with Monſters, like your Turgi Wives; 
uch'd tom guardian Eunuchs, haggard and deform'd, 
Win Walls and Bars make honeft by Confraint, 
ueſtion d Nuo, I deteſt, like Hell, the Crime thou mention'ſt: 
ne, Whitthat J fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 
, pit that my Soul, conſcious of whence it ſprung, 
us unpolluted in its ſacred Temple, 
ad ſcorns to mingle with a Thought ſo mean. 
1 TAMER LANE. 
Sie Oh Pity! that a Greatneſs ſo divine 
| Bajard ould meet a F ate ſo wretched, ſo unequal. 
oy? | hu blind and wilful, to the Good that courts theez 
2 Bf L i [To Bajazet. 
1d Lon open-handed Bounty Heav'n purſues thee, 


9 : bids thee (undeſerving as thou art, 
a0” nonktrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: 
I K 2 Whill 
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Whilſt thou, in Fury; doſt avert the Bleſſings, Guard 
And art an evil Genius to thyſelf. 
| B AF AZET. Tyrant, | 
No——Thou! thou art my greateft Curſe on Far: once : 
Thou, who haft robb'd me of my Crown and Gly 
And now purſu'ſt me to the Verge of Life, Well d 
To ſpoil me of my Honor. Thou! thou Hypocrite rade m 
That wear'ſt a Pageant outſide Shew of Virtue, Drown a 
To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 
Thou rank Adulterer! | Away | 
TAMERLANE. 
| Oh! that thou wert Oh ſta 
The Lord of all thoſe Thouſands, that lie breath that b 
On yonder Field of Blood: That I again cal bacl 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force the 
Vanquiſh'd and ſinking underneath my Arm, Why dof 
To own thou haſt traduc'd me like a Villain, (A; migh 
3A | For one t 
Ha! does it gall thee, Tartar? By Revenge, Who fill 
It joys me much, to find thou feel'ſt my Fury. 
Yes! I will echo to thee, thou Adulterer! 0 6 4 
Thou doſt profane the Name of King and Soldier, Wbought v 
And like a Ruffian Bravo cam'ſt with Force once! 
To violate the IIoly marriage- Bed. 
TAMERLANE. No mc 
Wert thou not ſhelter'd by thy abject State, And the 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juft Anger! ah! mai 
My Breath, like Thunder, ſhould confound thy Pri contta 
And doom thee dead, this Inſtant, with a Word MW and fave 
BAFAZET. unk, 1 
Tis falſe! my Fate's above thee, and thou dar'it 0M [ty mig] 
TAMERLANE. aul bra 
Ha! dare not? Thou haſt rais'd my pond' rous Ref nd mak 
And now it falls to cruſh thee at a Blow. | hie 5 
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\ Guard there. ——*Scize and drag him to his Fate. 
[* Enter a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet. 

Fran, I'll do a double Juftice on thee, 

once revenge myſelf and all Mankind. 
| . 

Well doſt thou, ere thy Violence and Luft 
rade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and fin ſecurely. 

TAMERLANE, 
Away ! e 
ARPA SIA. Arn ing. 

On ſtay! I charge thee, by Renown ; 
pr that bright Glory, thy great Soul purſues! 
Call back the Doom of Death. 

TAMERLANE. 
Fair injur'd Excellence, 
Why oſt thou kneel, and waſte ſuch precious Pray rs 
s might ev'n bribe the Saints to partial Juſtice) 
For one to Goodneſs loſt ? who firſt undid thee, 
Who fill purſues, and aggravates the Wrong, 
BAT AZET. 

By Alba] noel will not wear a Life 
bought with ſuch vile Diſhonor.—Deati ſhall free me 
t once from Infamy, and thee, thou 'Trait'reſs ! 

ARPASTA. 

No matter, tho' the whiſtling Winds grow loud, 
and the rude Tempeſt roars, 'tis idle Rage; 
01! mark it not. But let thy ſteady Virtue 
le conſtant to its Temper; ſave his Life, 
ind fave Arpaſia from the Sport of Talkers. 
Tank, how the buſy, medling World ſhall toſs 
Thy mighty Name about, in A” Mirth; 
Hall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Deſign, 
N make ſuch monſtrous Legends of our Lives, 

% late Pofterity ſhall bluſh in reading. 
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TAMER LANE. 


Keep on 


Oh matchleſs Virtue ! Yes, I will obey; 3 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, es 
I will purſue the ſhining Path thou tread'ſt. 6. aro 
Sultan, be ſave, Reaſon reſumes her Empire, i length 
And J am cool again. — {The Guards releaſe Bajaet, _— ind 

Here break we off, ind give 
1 #ft farther Speech ſhould miniſter new Rage. Neath is 
V/iſely from dangerous Paſſions I retreat, ind ſee 
To keep a Conqueſt, which was hard to get: | 


One ſad 


A War more fatal ſeems to threaten there, 


And all my Rebel-blood aſſiſts the Fair: 
One Moment more, and I too late ſhall find, | 
That Love's the ſtrongeſt Pow'r that lords it o'er the 
Mind. [Exit Tam. follow'd by the Guardl. 
A7 
To what new Shame, what Plague am I reſerv'@! 
Why did my Stars refuſe me to die warm? 
While yet my Regal State ſtood unimpeach'd, 
Nor knew the Curſe of having one above me; 
Then too (altho by Force I graſp'd the Joy) 
My Love was ſafe, nor felt the Rack of Doubt: 
Why haft thou forc'd this nauſeous Life upon me? | 
Is it to triumph o'er me But I will, G 
I will be free, I will forget thee all; 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death ſhall expunge at once, and eaſe my Soul, 
Prophet, take notice, I diſclaim thy Paradiſe, 
Thy fragrant Bow'rs, and everlaſting Shades, 5 
Thou haſt plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are 1 
tainted, [Exit Bajazct 
ARP ASIA. Y 
A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my Heart, 9 
A little longer let the buiy Spirits Keepl 


And oh! "tis time I ſhou'd for Flight prepare, | 
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Keep on their chearful Round. It wo' not be; 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
.-ceeding one another in their Courſe, 

ke drops of eating Water on the Marble, 

length have worn my boaſted Courage down: 
will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 

aud give a looſe to Teare, and to Impatience ; 
Death is at laſt my Due, and I will have it. 
ind ſee the poor Moneſes comes to take 

One ſad Adieu, and then we part for ever, 


| | 


Enter Mo N ES E s. 


MONESES. 

Already am I onward of my way; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 
It diſtance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav'n look dim; 
'Tis the laſt Office they ſhall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to cloſe and die. 

ARPASTA. 

Alas! How happy have we been, Moneſes ? 
le gentle Days, that once were ours; what Joys 
Did every chearful Morning bring along: 
No Fears, no Jealouſies, no angry Parents, 
Taat for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd; 
but Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to bleſs us, 
lace us a Bleſſing too to all beſides. 
1] MONESES. 
© ©! caſt not thy Remembrance back, Arpaſia, 
Ti Grief unutterable, tis Diſtraction ! 
ops are I bi let this laſt of Hours be peaceful Sorrow; 
aja el. lere let me kneel, and pay my lateſt Vows 4 

MW vitncs all ye Saints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 
7 e witnefs of my Truth, for you have known 1t; 

"WM viincſs, that I never knew a Pleaſure, 
Keep | K 4 in 
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In all the World could offer, like 4rpafia; 
Be witneſs, that I liv'd but in 4rpafia; 
And oh! be witneſs, that her Loſs has kill'd me, 
ARPASIA. 

Whue thou art ſpcaking, Life begins to fail, 
And every tender Accent chills like Death. 
Oh! let ine naſte then yet, ere Day declines, 
And the long Night prevail, once more to tell thee 
Ve hat, and how dear Moneſes has been to me. 
What has he not been ? All the Names of Love, 
Brothers, or Fathers, Husbands, all are poor: 
Moneſes is myſelf, in my fond Heart, 
Evn in my vital Blood he lives and reigns; 
The laſt dear Object of my parting Soul 
Will be Moneſes; the laſt Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaſt, ſhall figh Mongſes. 

| MONESES. 

It is enough! Now to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
The World and thou have made an end at once, 

ARPASITA. 

Fain wonld I fill detain thee, hold thee ſtill: 
Nor Honor can forbid, that we together 
Should ſhare the poor few Minutes that remain; 
] fwear, methinks this ſad Society 


Has ſomewhat pleaſing in it. —Death's dark Shades | 


Seem, as we journey on, to loſe their Horror: 
At near approach the Monſters form'd by Fear 
Are vaniſh'd all, and leave the Proſpect clear: 
Amidſt the gloomy Vale, a pleaſing Scene 
With Flow'rs adorn'd, and never- fading Green, 
Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched in. 


Diſturb the Quiet of a Place ſo fair, 
But injur'd Lovers find Zfy/zum there. 


No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, | | 
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Futter BJ AZ ET, Omar, Hav, and the DkERvISsE. 


B 4F AZET. 

Now by the glorious Lomb that ſhrines our Prophet, 
py Mecca's ſacred Temple! here I ſwear! 
Cur Daughter is thy Bride; and to that Gift 
such Wealth, ſuch Pow'r, ſuch Honors will I add, 
Taat Monarchs ſhall with Envy view thy State, 
and own, J hou art a Demigod to them. 
Thou haſt giv'n me what I with'd, Pow'r of Revenge, 


And when a King rewards, tis ample Retribution. 


OMAR. | 
Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 


Have ſVW rn to own my Cauſe, and draw their Thouſands | 


To-morrow, from th' ungrateful Parthian's fide. 
Tie Day declining ſeems to yield to Night, 
Fre little more than half her Courſe be ended, 
ln an auſpicious Hour prepare for Flight; 
The Leaders of the Troops thro' which we pals, 
Rusd by my Pow'r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paſſage ſecret, and ſecure. 
DERVISE 
Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 
ance by yon paſſing Torches Light, I gueſs 
To his Pavilion T amerlane retires, 
attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
Al, who remain within theſe Tents, are thine, 
and hail thee as their Lord, 
lla, th'7ralian Prince, 
With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forth. 
| BAMITAZ AT. 
Ha! with our Queen and Daughter? 
OMAR, | 
| | They are ours, 
mark 'd the Slaves, who waited on Axalla; 
K 5 They 
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They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on, 
And mingled with the Crowd, nor miſs'd their Lord 
He is your Pris'ner, Sir; I go this Moment, 


Ta ſeize, and bring him, to receive his Doom, 
[Exit Omar 
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Do more 
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B A 74 2 FE. 
Haſte, Ha, follow, and ſecure the Greet ; 
Him too I wiſh to keep within my Pow'r. [ Exit Haly. 
DERVISE. 
If my dread Lord permit his Slave to ſpeak, 
I would adviſe to ſpare 4ralla's Life, 
Till we are ſafe beyond the Parthian's Power: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your Flight, 
It might import you much. | 
AJA 
Thou counſell'ſt well; 
And the* T hate him, for he is a Chriſtian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Yet to ſecure my Liberty, and Vengeance, 
{ wiſh he now were ours. | 
DEX Ten þ 
And ſee they come! 
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40 Fortune repents, again ſhe courts your Side, 2s Int're 
45 And, with this firſt fair Offering of Succeſs, 1 

She wooes you to forget her Crime of Yeſterday. Then s 


Enter OMAR with AXALLA Priſaner, SELIMA 
following werping. pet you 
ind turn | 
[yet my 
yet my 
Ib! call 


AXALL 4. 

IT wo'not call thee Villain, tis a Name 
Too holy for thy Crime; to break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to 10 good a Maſter, 

Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth; 
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The fi revolting Angel's Pride con'd only 
Do more than thou haſt done. Thou copy'ſt well, 
\nd kee p'ſt the black Original in view. 
| OMAR. 
Do, rage, and vainly call upon thy Maſter, 
o fave his Minion; my Revenge has caught thee, 
ind 1 will make thee curſe that fond Preſumption, 
nat ſet thee on, to rival me in ought. 
BAFAZET. 
Chritian, I hold thy Fate at my Diſpoſal. 
ne only way remains to Mercy open, 
be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 
and thou art ſafe, thy other Choice is Death. 
| OMAR. 
What means the Sultan? 
DERVISE. 

I coryure you, hold 
our Rival is devoted to Deſtruction, [ Aſde to Omar. 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate 
but for our common Safety —Liſten further. ¶ A Hiſpers. 

AXALL A. 
Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make; 
dince, next to Heav'n, my Maſter and my Friend 
as Int'reſt in my Life, and ſtill thall claim it. 
BAFACET. 
Then take thy Wiſh—Call in our Mutes. 
SELIM A. 


ell 5 


lay. 


LIMA 


My Father, 
{jet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 


Ind turn me out to wander in Misfortune; 

et my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 

yet my Duty and my Love offend not, 

4 call your Sentence back, and ſave Axalla. 
BAFAZET. 

Riſe Selima; the Slave deſerves to die, 
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Who durſt, with ſullen Pride, refuſe my Mercy: 

Yet, for thy ſake, once more I offer Life. 
SELTM AA. 

Some Angel whiſper to my anx1ous Soul 
What I ſhall do to ſave him. Oh! Axalla! 
Is itſo eaſy to thee, to forſake me? 

Canſt thou reſolve, with all this cold Indiff rence, 
Never to ſee me more? T'o leave me here 

The miſerable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn'd to waſte my Widow'd Virgin Youth, 
My tedious Days and Nights 1 in lonely Weeping, 


And C 


Alread 
A little. 


And never know the Voice of Comfort more ? The 

AX AGE A Til M 

Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Break; And gi 

Thou ſay'ſt, J am indifferent, and cold. If by. tl 

Oh! is it poſſible, my Eves ſhould tell [ not, 
So little of the fighting Storm within ? | 

Oh! turn thee from me, {ave me from thy Beauties, "I 

Faiſhood and Ruin all look lovely there; lam re 
Oh! let my lab'ring Soul yet ſtruggle thro' — | 
I will—I would reſolve to die, and leave the. 

BAFAZLET. | Voir rat 

Taen let him die. He trifles with my Favor; "he 5 

; je KIN 


T have too long attended his Reſolves. | 
SELIM A. r 


Oh! ſtay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; | BER 
[To Bajazet. 
A Minute is a little Space in Life : 
There is a kind Conſenting in his Eyes; Mens 
And I ſhall win him to your Royal Will. 
Oh! my Axalla ! ſeem but to conſent N 
[To Axalla e. | 
Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing? is; 
J 6nd, I am not worth thy leaſt of Cares. Nati 
4XALLAY 
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„ CG 
4 Oh! labor not to hang Diſhonor on me: 
could bear Sickneſs, Pain and Poverty, 
Thoſe mortal Evils worſe than Death, for thee. 
| Bat this—It has the Force of Fate againſt us, 


and cannot be. 
S ELINA. 
See, ſee, Sir, he relents, [Ts Bajazet. 
Already he inclines to own your Cauſe: 
A little longer, and he is all yours. 
10 BA JAZ ET. 
Then mark how far a Farther's Fondneſs yields: 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, 
And give him up till then to thy Perſuaſion. 
If by that time he meets my Will, he lives; 
IF not, thyſelf ſhalt own, he dies with Juſtice, 
AXALL A. 
Tis but to lengthen Life upon the Rack. 
l am reſolv'd already. 
SEZLIMA. 
. Oh! be ſtill, 
Nor raſhly urge a Ruin on us both; 
Tis but a Moment more I have to ſave thee, 
be kind, auſpicious Aba, to my Pray'r ; { 


ayor : 


More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear; 
Neglect Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 
[ ZEreunt Axalla and Selma. 


BATAZGZET. 
Doneſes) ———Is that Dog ſecur'd? 


OMAR. 


ajazet. 


He is. 


a c. BAA ET. 
5 Tis well - My Soul perceives returning Greatneſs, 


5 Nature feels the Spring. Lightly ſhe bounds, 
And 
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And ſhakes Diſhonor, like a Burden from her, 


Once more imperial, awful and herſelf. 

So when of old, owe from the Titans fled, 
Ammon's rude front his radiant Face bely'd, 

And all the Majeſty of Heav'n lay hid. 

At length by Fate to Pow'r Divine reſtor'd, 

His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador d, 
[ Excunt, 
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ACT A EL 


r, 


BATAZETs TENT. 


Enter ARPASIA. 


ARPASIA. 


URE 'tis a Horror more than Darkneſs brings, 
That fits upon the Night: Fate is abroad. 
Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 

And ſcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diſtraction, 
Oer all the wretched Race of Man below: 

Not long ago, a Troop of ghaſtly Slaves 

Ruſh'd in and forc'd Mone/es from my Sight; 
Death hung ſo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That ſcarcely could he ſay—Fareawel—for ever, 
And yet methinks, ſome gentle Spirit whiſpers, 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpaſia, ſigh no more. 
And ſee the King of Terrors is at hand, 

His Miniſter appears. 


Enter B AI AZ E TH and H ALY, 


B ANA Z ET. [afide to Haly.] 
The reft I leave 
To thy diſpatch. For oh! my faithful Hach, 
- WJ Snother Care has taken up thy Maſter; 
T bite of the high-wrought Tempeft in my Soul, 
pite of the Pangs, which Jealouſy has coſt me; 
This haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt: 


In 


hed 
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In vain I ſtrive to put her from my Thoughts, 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge : 
Still ſhe comes back like a retiring Tide, 
That Ebbs awhile, but ſtrait returns again, 
And ſwells above the Beach. 
HA ET. 
Why wears my Lord 


An anxious Thought for what his Pow'r commands? 


When in an happy Hour, you ſhall ere long 
Have borne the Empreſs, from amidſt your Foes, 
She muſt be yours, be only, and all yours, 
BAFAZLET. 
On that depends my Fear. 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her; 
But ſuch is the Condition of our Flight, 
That ſhould ſne not conſent, *twould hazard all, 
To bear her hence by Force: Thus I reſolve then; 
By Threats and Pray'rs, by ev'ry way to move her; 
if all prevail not, Force is left, at laſt; 
And I will ſet Life, Empire on the Venture, 
To keep her mine — ge near to wait my Will. 
[ Exit Haly. 
When laſt we parted 'twas on angry Terms, 
Let the Remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage is but a haſty Flame, 
That blazes out, when Love too fiercely burns, 
LRPASITA. 
For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
Is the hard Leſſon that my Soul has learnt; 
And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leiſure to diſtinguiſh, 
If Love or Jealouſy commit the Violence; 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
Conſirming me a Wretch, and thee a Tyrant. 


B 4747 ET. 


Yes, I muſt have her; 


Still tt 
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BA JAL ET. 
Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns! 
And fill to be perverſe! It is a Manner 
Abhorrent from the Softneſs of thy Sex: 
Women, like Summer Storms, awhile are cloudy, 
Purſt out in Thunder, and 1mpetucus Show'rs ; 
But ſtrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad, 


_ And all the fair Horizon is ſerene, 
1 AR PAS IA. 
TR Then to retrieve the Honor of my Sex, 
” Here 1 diſclaim that Changling and Inconſtancy 
To Thee I will be ever, as 1 am. 
. 
. Thou ſay'ſt, I am a Frans ; think ſo ſtill, 
| And let it warn thy Prudence to lay hold 
11 On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee now: 
"I Souls form'd like mine, brook being ſcorn'd but ill ; 
he Be well advis'd, and profit by my Patience, 
: t is a ſhort-liv'd Virtue. 
ARPASTIA. 
| Turn thy Eyes 
Hay. beck on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, 


Thou that haſt violated all Reſpects 
Due to my Sex, and Honor of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviſher! that haſt undone me, 
Run'd my Love ! Can I have Peace with thee? 
Impoſible ! firſt Heav'n and Hell ſhall join, 
They only differ more. 

BA FAZ ET. 

I ſee, 'tis vain, 

To court thy ſtubborn Temper with Endearments. 
Reſolve this Moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet's holy Law !- thou dy ſt. 


' ET, ARPASIA. 
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ARPASTA. Then die 
And doſt thou think to fright me with that Fantoy, 
Death? *Tis the greateſt Mercy thou canſt give; Thou 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, "Tis allt 


One Day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long uſe, have learn'd to ſcorn |; 


Tho , to 


Know, I diſdain to aid thy treacherous purpoſe, la, 
And ſhouldſt thou dare to force me, with my Cries . 
I will call Heav'n and Earth to my Afliſtance, fer The 


| BAFAZL AT. 
Confuſion] doſt thou brave me? But my Wrath 
Shall find a Paſiage to thy ſwelling Heart, 


And tis 


Thus St: 


And rack thee worſe, than all the Pains of Death, A 
That Grecian Dog, the Minion of thy Wiſhes, This! 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy Sight; 
Thou ſhalt behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he ſtares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles firongly. WM This Me 
Ev'n in the bittereſt Agony of dying; lad ſpe 
Till thou ſhalt rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, 
And curſe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance, Here, 
ARPASIA. | u Lov 
Oh! fatal Image! All my Pow'rs give way, And wh 
And Reſolution ſickens at the Thought; 
A Flood of Paſſion riſes in my Breaſt, | 
And labors fiercely upward to my Eyes. My F 
Come all ye great Examples of my Sex, Ride {w 


Chaſte Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons: 
Ye holy Martyrs, who with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conſtancy unſhaken, have ſuftain'd 

The Rage of cruel Men, and fiery Perſecution; 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to defy 

The Malice of this Fiend, I feel, I feel 

Your ſacred Spirit arm me to Reſiſtance, _ 

Ves, Tyrant, I will ſtand this Shock of Fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment: 
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Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Monęſes. 


BAFAZET. 
eng: Thou talk'ſt it well: * talking is thy Privilege, 
i s all the boaſted Courage of thy Sex; 
50d Tuo, for thy Soul, thou dar'ſt not meet the Danger. 
n ARPASIA. 
10 By all my Hopes of Happineſs! I dare — 
= \ſy Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n; 
Criss Mebam'd with the Joys and Beauties of that Place, 
Her Thoughts, and all ner Cares ſhe fixes there, 
And *tis in vain for thee to rage below: 
. [Thus Stars ſhine bright, and keep their Place above, 
1 Tho! ruffling Winds deform this lower World, 
__ BAFAZET. 
This Moment 1s the Trial. 
gt; 1} ARPASIA. 
rTible, | Let it come; 
ronglys Wl This Moment then ſhall ſhew I am a Greek, 
nd ſpeak my Country's Courage in my ſuft ring. 
W 0 BAFAZET. 
zeance. Here, Mercy, I diſclaim thee. Mark me, Trait'reſs! 


My Love prepares a Victim to thy Pride, 
And when 1t greets thee next, 'twill be in Blood. 
| [Exit Bajazet. 
AR PASIA. 
My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
lie ſwiftly thro? their purple Channels round: 
ns: is the laſt blaze of Life: Nature revives 
MW kc a dim winking Lamp, that flaſhes brightly 
Jith parting Light, and ſtrait is dark for ever. 
ad {ce my laſt of Sorrows is at hand: 
beach and Monęſes come together to me; 
Wi if my Stars, that had ſo long been cruel, 
s kind at laſt, and gave me all I wiſh. 
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Enter MoNESES, guarded by ſome Mutes; other 
attending with a Cup of Poiſon and a Bow-ſtring, 


MONESES. 
T charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 
Be ſwift to execute your Maſter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpa/ia; let me tell her, 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy ſhoots thro' 
My drooping Breaft, as often when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my Youthful Ardor forth to Battle; 
High in my Hopes, and raviſht with the Sound, 
T have ruſh'd eager on amidft the foremoſt, 
To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. 
ARPASIA. 
If it be Happineſs, alas! to die, 
To lie forgotten in the filent Grave, 
To Love and Glory loſt, and from among 
The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, 
Then very ſhortly ſhall we both be happy. 
MONESES. 
There is no room for Doubt, "tis certain Bliſs ; 
The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, 
Already ſeem more Light nor has my Soul 
One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the Juſtice of Hereafter ; 
But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
ARPASIA. 
By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow ! 
To die appears a very nothing to me: 
But oh! Moneſes, ſhould I not allow 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sex's Tenderneſs! 


This very Now, I could put off my Being, 
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Without a Groan ; but ta behold thee die — 
Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
Nor can my Conſtancy ſuſtain this Blow. 
MONESES. 
Since thou art arm'd for all things, after Death, 
Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it 
be trightful to thy Eyes? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, 
That vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
I; full as grievous. All that the Mind feels 
i; much, much more.—And ſee, I go to prove it. 


other; 


ng, 


et 


Euter a Mute; he figns to the rift, who proffer a Boæu- 
firing to MoONESES. 


ARPASIA, 
Think ere we part! 
| MONESES. 
Of What? 
 ARPASIA. 
Of ſomething ſoft, 
Tender, and kind, of ſomething wond rous ſad. 
Ch! my full Soul! 
MONESES. 
My Tongue 1s at a loſs, - 
Thoughts crowd ſo fait, thy Name is all I've left, 
My kindeſt ? trueſt! deareſt! beſt Arpofia! 
| [7 e Mutes ſtruggle with him. 
ARPASIA. 
I have a thouſand, thouſand Things to utter, 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains! 
Give me a Minute, Speak to me, Moneſes. 
MONESES. 
Speak to thee? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life, 
Tis all the uſe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off, ye Slaves! to tell thee that my Heart 
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Enter MoNESES, guarded by ſome Mutes; other 


attending with a Cup of Poiſon and a Bow-ftring, 


MONESES. 
FT charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 
Be ſwift to execute your Maſter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpa/ia; let me tell her, 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy ſhoots thro” 
My drooping Breaſt, as often when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my Youthful Ardor forth to Battle; 
High in my Hopes, and raviſht with the Sound, 
J have ruſh'd eager on amidft the foremoſt, 
To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. 
ARPASIA. 
If it be Happineſs, alas! to die, 
To lie forgotten in the ſilent Grave, 
To Love and Glory loſt, and from among 
The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, 
Then very ſhortly ſhall we both be happy. 
| MONESES. 


There is no room for Doubt, 'tis certain Bliſs ; 


The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, 


Already ſeem more Light nor has my Soul 


One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the Juſtice of Hereafter; 
But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
ARPASIA. 
By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow ! 
To die appears a very nothing to me: 
But oh! Moneſes, ſhould I not allow 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sex's Tenderneſs! 


This very Now, I could put off my Being, 
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Without a Groan; but ta behold thee die — 
Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
Nor can my Conftancy ſuſtain this Blow. 
MONESES. 

Since thou art arm'd for all things, after Death, 
Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it 
Be trightful to thy Eyes? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, 
That vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
i; full as grievous. All that the Mind feels 
I; much, much more.—And ſee, I go to prove it. 


Other; 


ing, 


et 


Enter a Mute ; he figns to the reſt, who proffer a Boau- 
firing to MONESES, 


ARPASI A, 
Think ere we part! 
MONESES. 
Ot What? 
ARPASIA. 
Of ſomething ſoft, 
Tender, and kind, of ſomething wond'rous ſad. 
Ch my full Soul! 
MONESES. 
My Tongue 1s at a loſs, 
Thoughts crowd ſo faſt, thy Name is all I've left, 
My kindeſt? trueſt! deareſt! beſt Arpafia! 
[The Mutes ſtruggle with him, 
„ 
I have a thouſand, thouſand Things to utter, 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains! 
Give me a Minute, Speak to me, Moneſes. 
MONESES. 
Speak to thee? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life, 
Tis all the uſe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off, ye Slaves! to tell thee that my Heart 
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Ts full of thee; that ev'n at this dread Moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee, 
Angels and Light itſelf are not ſo fair, 


Enter BajazeET, HaLY, and Attendants, 
BAFAZET. 


Ha! wherefore lives this Dog? Be quick, ye Slave, | 


And rid me of the Pain. 
MO NESES. 
For only Death, 
And the laſt Night can ſhut out my As paſia. 
[7 he Autes ftrangle Moneſes. 
ARPA SIA. 
Oh! diſmal! *tis not to be borne, 
ve Talkers, what are all your Precepts now? 
-Patience! D iſtraction! blaſt the Tyrant, blaR him 
Avenging Lightnings ; dae him hence, ye Fiends, 
Love ! Death ! Moneſes ! Nature can no more, 


Ruin 3s on her, and ſhe . at once. She Rods down 


BAYFAZRE 
Help, Fay, raife her up, and bear her out. 
HALT 
Alas! ſhe faints. 
ARPAS IA. 
No, Tyrant, 'tis in vain; 
Oh! JI am now beyond thy cruel Power: 


The peaceful Slumber of the Grave 1s on me: ; 


Ev'n all the tedious Day of Life I've wander'd, 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes; : 
At length 'tis Night, and I have reach'd my home: | 
Forgetting all the Toils and Troubles paſt, 


Weary I'll Iay me down, and fleep till Oh! 


RBAJAZET, 
Fly, ye Slaves, 


Ye Moraliſts, | 


[She A. 
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And fetch me Cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die. 


0 Sritz of her ſullen Pride, III hold in Life, 
thee, 150 force her to be bleſt againſt her Will. 
, 


Already 'tis | hand the Pow'r of Art; 
For ſee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 
The pliant Limbs grow ſtiff, and loſe their Uſe, 
Slaves, Wl And all the animating Fire is quench'd ; 
Ey'n Beauty too is dead: an aſhy Pale 
Grows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 
Their fragrant Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath, 
That bleſt' em with irs Odours as it paſt. 
loneſes, BAFAZET. 
Can it be poſſible? Can Rage and Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be ſo fierce, 
do mortal in a Woman's Heart? Confuſion! 
; ſhe efcap'd then? What is Royalty? 
{thoſe that are my Slaves, and ſhould live for me, 
(an die, and bid Defiance to my Pow'r. 


Enter the DERVISE. 


DERVISE. 

The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs 

Tie Hour of Flight is come, and urges Haſte; 

ince he deſcries, near Tamerlane's Pavilion, 

light Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 

(n either Hand ſtretch far into the Night, 

And ſeem to form a ſhining Front of Battle. 

tehold, ev'n from this Place, thou may'ſt diſcern 'em. 
[ Looking out. 


home: BATASET. 

by Aba] yes! they caſt a Day around 'em, 

1! ad the Plain ſeems thick ſet with Stars, as Heav'n. 
She die. a! or my Eyes are falſe, they move this way, 
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"Tis certain ſo. Fly, Haly, to our Daughter, 


[ Exit Hal, En 
Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian Prince Axalla: | 
Ve Will be gone this Minute. | dee v 
Enter OMAR. . 
O MAE. 4 80 
Loſt! Undone! * my 
BAFAZET, — 
What mean'ſt thou ? bring fc 
OMAR. He dies 
All our Hopes of Flight are loft, 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian Horſe, 
Incloſe us round, they hold us in a Toil. The Cri 
| „ —_ by hot 
Ha! whence this unexpected Curſe of Chance? | 
OMAR. Ha! 
Too late I learnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was ſuffer'd by the Princeſs' Order, i 
To paſs the Guard; I clove the Villain down, The Prir 
Who yielded to his Flight; but that's poor Vengeancg | 
That Fugitive has rais'd the Camp upon us, lam 
And unperceiv'd by favor of the Night, My Fath 
In Silence they have march'd to intercept us. 
BAFAZET. Talk' 
My Daughter! oh! the Traitreſs! Thou art 
DERFISE. it] wil 
Vet, we have vill for 
Axalla in our Pow'r, and angry 7 amer/ane Drive all 
Will buy his Fav'rite's Life, on any Terms. Tear thee 
0 "ud mak 
With thoſe few Friends I have, I for a while Now, noy 
Can race their Force ; if they refuſe us Peace, : 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and 'twill joy me, ne 7 
To drag my Foe down with me, in my Fall. Exit O'f 77 


Ents | 
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Euter HAL x, ewith S ELINA weeping. 


3 BAFAZET. 

cc where ſhe comes! with well diſſembled Innocence, 
With 1 ruth, and Faith ſo lovely in her Face, 
4s if ſhe durſt ev'n diſavow the Falſhood. 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with trifling — 
For my loſt Crown, and diſappointed Vengeance? 
Ungrateful Selima! thy Father's Curſe! 
ring forth the Minion of her fooliſh Heart; 
He dies this Moment. 


it Haly 


HALY. 
Would 1 could not ſpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love; the Slave who fled, 
y whom we are ad, was that Axalla. 
et | BAFAZET. 
Ha! ſay'ſt thou? 
HAL. 
Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 


The Princeſs found a means for his Eſcape. 


1 SELIMA. 
OY I am undone! ev'n Nature has diſclaim'd me! 
: My Father! have I loſt you all? My Father! 
B AFAZET,. 
Talk'ſt thou of Nature? who haſt broke her Bands! 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch! thou infant Parricide! 
but I will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel, 
La [will forget the Folly of my Fondneſs; 
Drive all the Father from my Breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 
Ter thee to pieces, drink thy treach'rous Blood, 
ad make thee anſwer all my great Revenge: 
nile Vow, now, thou Traitreſs. [Ofers to kill Bor. 
e | SELIMA. 
me, | | Fange the Ponyard deep [She embraces him. 
Ei Of * 25 my Father gave _ hear his Summons, 


Enti And 
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"Tis certain fo. Fly, Haly, to our Daughter, 


Exit Nat | E 
Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian Prince Axa//a: 
We will be gone this Minute. gee v 
x 
nter OMAR. = 
OMAR. Hop f! 
Loſt! Undone! For 1 
B47 A2 ET. 
What mean'ſt thou ? bring f 
OMAR. ie cle: 
All our Hopes of Flight are loſt. 
Mirvan and Lama, with the Parthian Horſe, 
Incloſe us round, they hold us in a Toil. The Cri 
34 . by who! 
Ha! whence this unexpected Curie of Chance? 
OMAR. Ha! 
Too late J learnt, that early in the Night | 
A Slave was ſuffer'd by the Princeſs' Order, 
To paſs the Guard; I clove the Villain down, The Pri 
Who yielded to his Flight; but that's poor Vengeancg 
That Fugitive has rais'd the Camp upon us, [am 
And unperceiv'd by favor of the Night, My Fath 
In Silence they have march'd to intercept us, 
B AJA ET. Talk“ 
My Daughter! oh ! the Traitreſs! Thou ar. 
DERVIS E. bit wil 
Vet, we have fil for 
Axalla in our Pow'r, and angry 7 amer/ane Drive all 
Will buy his Fav'rite's Life, on any Terms. oer the: 
OMAR. ad mak 
With thoſe few Friends I have, I for a while ö Now, no\ 
Can race their Force; if they refuſe us Peace, | | 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and "twill joy me, ; 
On he Life 


To drag my Foe down with me, in my Fall. [£x7! 
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. FEznter HAL x, with SEL IMA weeping. 


t Ha 
£4 BAFAZET. 

dee where ſhe comes! with well diſſembled Innocence, 
With l ruth, and Faith ſo lovely in her Face, 
4; if ſhe durſt ev'n diſavow the Falſhood. 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with trifling Tears, 
for my loſt Crown, and diſappointed Vengeance? 
Ungrateful Selima! thy Father's Curſe! 
ring forth the Minion of her fooliſh Heart; 
Ee dies this Momen:. 


HALY. 
Would 1 could not ſpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love ; the Slave who fled, 
by whom we are undone, was that Aæalla. 
BAJAZ ET. 
Ha! fay'ſt thou ? 
| | HALY. 
Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 
The Princeſs found a means for his Eſcape. 
SELIM A. 
I am undone! ev'n Nature has diſclaim'd me! 
My Father! have I loſt you all? My Father! 
B AFAZLET, 

Talk'ſt thou of Nature? who haft broke her Bands! 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch! thou infant Parricide! 
but I will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel, 

[will forget the Folly of my Fondneſs; 


vn, 
en geance 


'5 


have 
: Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treach'rous Blood, 


ad make thee anſwer all my great Revenge: 
hile Vow, now, thou Traitreſs. [ Ofers to hill her, 
ce, SELIMA. 
mes | 
[Exit Ore 


The Life my Father gave ſhall hear his Summons, 
Eiiti L. 


Vo r. I. And 
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Drive all the Father from my Breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 


Plunge the Ponyard deep! [She embraces him: 
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And iſſue at the Wound Start not to feel IE 

My Heart's warm Blood guſh out upon your Hands, 1 
Since from your Spring I drew the purple Stream, P-hold 
And I muſt pay it back, if you demand it. ek © 
BATFAZLET. | 'Tis bu 
Hence! from my Thoughts! thou ſoft relenting iſs) har 
Weakneſs. 0h! ſp 

Haſt thou not giv'n me up a Pr ey? betray'd me? 

SELIMA. : Ala: 


Oh! not for Worlds, not ev'n for all the Joys, 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradiſe can give; 
Amidſt the Fears and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidft the thouſand Pains of anxious Tenderneſs, 
J made the gentle, kind, Axalla ſwear, 
Your Life, your Crown, and Honor ſhould be ſaſe. 

B AF ALET. 

Away! my Soul diſdains the vile Dependance, 
No, let me rather die, die like a King: 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's Foot, 
And ſay, have mercy on me? Hark they come, [ Shout. 
Diſgrace will overtake my ling'ring Hand: 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, and thine, die with thee. 
[Offers to kill her. 


It is my 
And c 
Again t 
And hz 
Die, Se 
Rouſe, 

To my 
ſaitly fi 
deize he 


Oh! 
| o'no 


SELIMA. 
For Heav'n, for Pity's ſake ! 
BAJAZET. 


No more, thou T:1ifier! 
[She catches hold of his Ann. 


Ha! dar'ſt thou bar my Will? Tear of her Hold. 
SELIMA. | 
What, not for Life? Shou'd not I plead for Life! 
When Nature teaches ev'n the Brute Creation 
To hold faſt that, her beſt, her nobleſt Gift. 
Lock on my Eyes, whom you ſo oft have kiſt, 
1 


Diſpa 


That UI 


That 


And It tedy 
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and ſwore they were your beſt-loy'd Queen's, my 


Iands, Mother's. 
eam, pekold em now ſtreaming for Mercy, Mercy! 
Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 
'Tis but for Life I beg; is that a Boon 
elenting so hard for me t'obtain? or you to grant? 
| Oh! ſpare me! ſpare your Se/zzza, my Father, 
ne? BIT AGES. 
A lazy Sloth hangs on my Reſolution ; | 
Joys, Itis my Selima ! — Ha! What? my Child? 
And can I murder nher? —— Dreadful Imagination! 
Again they come. I leave her to my Foes ! [ Shout, 
neſs, And ſhail they triumph o'er the Race of Bafaxet ! 
: Die, Selima! Is that a Father's Voice? 
be ſafe. Rouſe, rouſe, my Fury! yes, ſhe dies the Victim 
o my loſt Hopes. Out! out! thou fooliſh Nature! 
nce, ſally ſhe ſhares the Ruin ſhe has made. 
deze her, ye * Slaves, and ſtrangle her this Moment. 
[ * To the Mutes. 
[ Shout, SELIM 4. 
; Oh! let me die by you! Behold my Breaſt ! 
vith thee. WI! no 'not ſhrink ! oh ſave me but from theſe. 
| hill be. [The Mutes ſeize her, 
BAFAZET. : 
Diſpatch. ; 
: SELIMAZ. ; 
u Trißer But for a Moment while J pray, : 
Le 0/0 rar Heav'n may guard my Royal Father. ; 
Hold, a OY | 
„ 3 4 
= 9 | 
7 SELIMA4. 
£ That you may only bleſs me, ere I die. [Srout, 
10 BA JAZ E 7, 
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And le tedious Villains ! then the Work is mine. 
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As Bajazet runs at Selima, auith his Sævord, Enter Ta. 
merlane, Axalla, &c. Axalla gers betaveen Bajazet 
and Selima, whilfi Tamerlane and the reft drive Ba. 
Jazet and the Mutes of the Stage. 


4244 £. 
And am I come to ſave thee? Oh ! my Joy 


Be this the whiteſt Hour of all my Life; 
This one Succeſs is more than all my Wars, 
The nobleſt, deareit glory of my Sword. 
SELIMA. 
Alas, Axalla, Death has been around me, 
My Coward Soul ſtill trembles at the Fright, 
And ſeems but half ſecure even in thy Arms. 


Has! 
Who! 
(Tha! 
Whof 
Have 
What 
The 1 
Clos'd 
T'il ha 
A ore: 
That \ 


It is 


4X4 A and 
Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth; let th 
Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, None 
And Danger in her uglieſt Forms is here [1] cut 
Nor will the Pleaſure of my Heart be full, nd ke 
Till all my Fears are ended in thy Safety. Then | 
[ Exeunt Axalla and Selim. it cann 

Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan,j 
and Solders; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Der Beho 
Priſoners, | That fc 
TAMERLANE. That co 
Mercy at length gives up her peaceful Scepter, and fon 
And Juſtice ſternly takes her turn to govern ; but juſt] 
Tis a rank World, and aſks her keeneſt Sword, oo = 
I th 


To cut up Villany of monſtrous Growth. 
Zama, take care, that with the earlieſt Dawn, 
Thoſe Traitors meet the Fate their Treaſon merits, 
[Pointing to Omar and the Derwi/a 
[To Bajazet.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whoſe oppreſiry 
Violence | 
- Hal 


ater Ta. 
' Bajazet 
ride Ba. 
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Mirvan, 
Derviſ 
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Has ruin'd thoſe thou ſhould'ſt protect at home, 
Whoſe Wars, whoſe Slaughters, whoſe Aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſeſt Thirſt of Blood, that Sin of Cowards) 
Whofe Faith ſo often giv'n and always violated, 
Have been th' Offence of Heay'n, and Plague of Earth, 
What Puniſhment is equal to thy Crimes; 
The Doom, thy Rage deſign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a Cage, like ſome deſtructive Beaſt, 
Ill have thee borne about, in public View, 
A great Example of that righteous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 
BAFAZET. 
It is beneath me to decline my Fate, 
ſtand prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt Hate: 
Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph ſee; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free, 
I curſe thee with my laſt, my parting Breath ; 
and keep the Courage of my Life in Death; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown: 
lt cannot uſe me worſe, than this has done. 
[Exit Bajazet guarded. 
TAMERL ANE. | 
Behold the vain Effects of Earth-born Pride, 
That ſcorn'd Heav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy'd; 
That could the Hand, which form'd it firſt, forget, 
And fondly ſay, I made myſelf be great: 
but juſtly thoſe above aſſert their Sway, 
and teach ev'n Kings what Homage they ſhould pay, 


Who then rule beſt, when mindful to obey. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BR ACEOGIR DLE. 


OO ell are [aw aubat muſt have been our Tat, 
When Harmony, with Beauty join'd of late, 
Threaten'd the Ruin of cur finking State; 
zl you from whom our Being we receive, 
I pity Lid your own Creation live. 
With mowing Sounds you kindly arew the Fair, 
And fd, once more, that ſcining Circle here. 
The Lyre ycu Lring is half Apollo's Praise; 
Be ours the Taſk to in and wear his Boys. 
{hin Houſes æcere before ſo frequent to us, 
We wvanted net a Project to undo us. 
We jeldom jaw your Honors but by chance, 


As feme Folks meet their Friends in Spain aud France, 


*Zavas Verſe decay'd, or Politicks 3 
Zgal had efirang'd you thas from æubat you lc d, 
7 ime<cas, when buſy Faces avere a Teſt, 
len Wit and Pleaſure were in maſt reque/t ; 
When chearful Theatres avith Crowds avere grac'd ; 
Fat thije goed Days of Poetry are paſt : 

Arab ſcur Reformers in an empty Pit, 
With Table. Books, as at a Lecture ſit, 
To take Notes, and give Evidence *gainft Wit. 
Thees who were once dur Friends, employ d elſcauſßerc, 
Are buſy now in ſettling Peace and War. 
With careful Brows at Tom's end Will's they meet, 
And ask who did Elections boſe or ge. 
Our Friend has loft i. Faith, I'm ſorry fer ts 
He's a good Man, and ue er was for the Court: 
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He ts uοỹ Government will ſue for Grace; 

By want of Merit ſafe againſt a Place: 

I Spite a Patriot made, and ſworn t'ojpſe 
l ce are uppermeſt, as England's Foes. 
lit Whig er Tory, any Side prevail, 

Hall tis His conſtant Privilege to rail. 


LE, trother, that the Tax and Mar may ceaſe, 
Talks of the Dake of Anjou's Right, and Peace; 
wr # , Aud, from Spain's wiſe Example, is for taking, 
late, #4 Vice- Roy of the mighty Monarch's mating 
qe. fbould all Rights and Liberties maintain, 
Ard Engliſh Laws ty learn d Dragoms explain. 
Come, leade theſe Politics, and follow Mit; 
Here uncontrolPd you may in Fudgment [it : 
We'll never differ with a crowded Pit. 
Mell take you all, ev'n on your own Conditions, 
Thirk you Great Men, and wona'rous Politicians, 
tid if you flight the Offers which wwe make you, 
i M Brentford Princes will for Staleſanen take ou. 
raͤncæ, q 
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Yun morere, ut merita es, ferregue averte dolorem. 


VIA c. An. Lib. 4. 
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GRACE the DUTCHESS. 


O F 


O R 4 O N De 


MADAM. 
© 8 II E. Privilege of Poetry (or it 
= may be the Vanity of the Pre- 
tenders to it) has given em a 
kind of Right to pretend at the 
ſame time, to the Favor of 
hole, whom their high Birth and excellent 
Qualities have placed in a very diſtiaguiſh- 
ing manner above the reſt of the World. If 
mis be not a receiv'd Maxim, yet I am: 
lure I am to wiſh it were, that J may have 
it leaſt ſome kind of Excuſe for laying this 
” : Tragedy 


always look upon it as much more to mg 


DET Tod N. 
Tragedy at Your GRA E's Feet. I hay: 
too much reaſon to fear that it may prove 
but an indifferent Entertainment to You: 
GRACE, ſince, if I have any way ſuc 
ceeded in it, it has been in deſeribing thoſt 
violent Paſſions which have been alway 


this 
il na 
Reipt 
perſo 
an A 


out 4 


Strangers to ſo happy a Temper, and { every 
noble and ſo exalted a Virtue as You courſe 
GRACE is Miſtreſs of. Yet for al" 
this, I cannot but confeſs the Vanity whicl e 
have, to hope that there may be ſomeM"< © 
thing ſo moving in the Misfortunes and bas Ni 
Diſtreſs of the Play, as may be not alto uhh 

tractic 


gether unworthy of Your GR a c E's Pity/ 
This is one of the main Deſigns of Tragedy} 
and to excite this generous Pity in thg 
greateſt Minds, may paſs for ſome kind 
of Succeſs in this Way of Writing. I am 
ſenſible of the Preſumption I am guilty of 
by this Hope, and how much it is that I. 
pretend to in Your Gr ac E“s Appro- 
bation? if it be my good Fortune to meet 
with any little Share = it, I ſhall 


a 


and V 
Diſlol 
Party, 
agree 

deſerv 
Birth; 
ſpect © 
Religi 
treſs; 
Lord ; 
Chara. 
Rewar 


this A 


than the general Applauſe of the Theatre, 
or even the Praiſe of a good Criticy 
Your GRACE's Name is the beſt Protection 

| . this 


(ISR 
£92 
Wop 


* 


Fo DEDICATION. 


. bay! is Play can hope for, fince the World, 
l- natur'd as it is, agrees in an univerſal 
Reſpect and Deference for Vour GRACE's 
perſon and Character. In ſo cenforious 
an Age as this is, where Malice furniſhes 
out all the public Converſations, where 
erery body pulls and is pulPd to pieces of 
courſe, and where there 1s hardly ſuch a 
Thing as being raerry, but at another's Ex- 
pence; yet by a public and uncommon Jul- 
tice to the Dutcheis of Ormond, Her Name 
has never been mention'd, but as it ought, 
tho' She has Beauty enough to provoke De- 
tration from the faireſt of Her own Sex, 
and Virtue enough to make the Looſe and 
W Diſolute of the other (a very formidable 
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—— Party) Her Enemies. Inſtead of this, they 

am zgree to ſay nothing of Her but what ſhe 
ilty of beſerves. That Her Spirit is worthy of Her 
that I Firth ; Her Sweetneſs, of the Love and Re- 


ect of all the World; Her Piety, of her 


ppro- 
= Religion; Her Service, of her Royal Miſ- 
hall fs; and Her Beauty and Truth, of her 


Lord; that in ſhort every part of Her 
Character 1s Juſt, and that She 1s the beſt 
Reward for one of the greateſt Heroes 
is Age has produc'd, This, Madam, is 
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what you muſt allow People every where ty 
ſay; thoſe whom You ſhall leave behind You 
in England will have ſomething further ty 
add, the Loſs we ſhall ſuffer by Your Ge acr' 
Journey to Ireland; the Queen's Pleaſure 
and the impatient Wiſhes of that Nation, 
are about to deprive us of Two of our public 
Ornaments. But there is no arguing againſt 
Reaſons ſo prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who 
ſhall lament Your GRACE's Abſence will 
yet acquieice in the Wiſdom and Juſtice of 
Her MajzsTy's Choice: Among al 
whoſe Royal Favors none could be ſo agree- 


able, upon a thouſand Accounts, to that 
People, as the Duke of Ormond. With what] 


Joy, what Acclamations ſhall they meet a 
Governor, who, beſide their former Obli— 
gations to his Family, has fo lately ventur'd 
His Life and Fortune for their Preſervation? 
What Duty, what Submiſſion ſhall they 


not pay to that Authority which the Queen 


has delegated to a Perſon ſo dear to em? 


And with what Honor, what Reſpect ſhall 
they reccive Ycur Gace, when they look 
upon You as the nobleſt and beſt Pattern 
Her MajzsTy cou'd fend 'em, of Her 
own Royal Goodneſs, and Perſonal Virtues} 
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T hey ſhall behold your GRACE with the 
ime Pleaſure the Eugliſb ſhall take when- 
-yer it ſhall be their good Fortune to ſee 


You return to Your native Country, In 


land Your GRACE is become a public 
12 


Concern, and as your going away will be 


attended with a general Sorrow, ſo Your 
Return ſhall give as general a Joy; and to 
none of thoſe many, more than to, 


MADAM, 


Your GRACE'S 


moji obedient, and 


moſt humole Servant, 


N. ROW E 
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Spoken by Mr. BET T ERTO. 


O NG has the Fate of Kings aud Empires been 
T he common Bus'neſs of the Tragic Scene, 
As if Misfortune made the T hrone her Seat, 
And none cou'd be unhappy but the Great, 
Dearly, tis true, each buys the Crown he avears, 
And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares : 
By foreign Foes and home-bred Factions preſt, 


Few are the Joys he knows, and ſhort his Hours of Reft. 


Stories like theſe with Wonder we may bear; 
But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, 

We ne er can piiy what we ne er can hare : 
Like diſtant Battles of the Pole and Swede, 
Which frugal Gitizens o'er Coffee read, 
Careleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed. 
Therefore an humbler Theme our Author choſe, 
A melancholy Tale of private Woes: 

No Princes here lot Royalty bemoan, 

But you ſhall meet with Sorrows like your oxen ; 
Here fee impericus Love his Vaſſals treat, 

As hardly as Ambition does the Great; 

See bow ſucceeding Paſſions rage by turns, 

How fierce the Youth with Foy and Rapture burns, 
And how to Death, for Beauty lot, he mourns, 
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Let no nice T, afte the Poet's Art arraign, 
I Fme - frail vicious Characters be fain : 


1 45 awrites ſpou'd flill let Nature be his Care, 


Mix Shades avith Lights, and not paint all Things fair, 


./ ew yon Men and Women as they are. 


ith Deference to the Fair he bade me ſay, 

Fay to Perfection ever found the Way; 

Many in many Parts are known t'excel, 

Put 'tavere too hard for One to att all well; 

lem juſtly Life would through each Scene commend, 


ihe Maid, the Wife, the Miftre/ſs, and the Friend; 


{lis Age lis true, has one great Inſtance ſeen, 
lid Yeav'n in Faſlice made that One a Queen. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


$CIOLTO, a Nobleman of Genoa, 5 
Father to Caliſta. r. DoWnan, 


Altamont, a young Lord, in Love 
with Caliſia, and deſign'd her Mr. Ferbrugg 
Husband by Sciolto. 


EHeratio, his Friend. Mr. Berterta 


Lothario, a young Lord, and Enem 


to Altamont. 4 Mr. Powell. Car. 


Rojam, his Friend. Mr. Bath, | En 
W . 

EON * 

Caliſta, Daughter to Sciolto. Mrs. Barry. - 5 

: E 

Lavinia, Siſter to Altamont, and S [ITY 

Wife to Horatio. 5 Mrs. Bracegi g oof i 

| | | This ha] 
Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta. Mrs. Prince, 

| Ves, 

Servants to Sciolto. Are join 

: == 5 

SCENE, Sciolto's Palace and Car kuf ce: 

with ſome part of the Sireet near il, I Cnple 

Jo that 


GENOA, 
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ACT-L SCENK 1 


4 Garden belonging to SC1OL TO'S Palace. 


Emer ALTAMONT and HO RATIO. 


ALTAMONT. 
E T this auſpicious Day be ever ſacred, 
No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it; 
Let it be mark d for Triumphs and Rejoicings; 
let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
Chooſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, 
This happy Day that gives me my Caliſta. 
HORATIO:: 
Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee: 
dcs noble Hand that rais'd thee firſt, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Compleats its Bounty and reftores thy Name 


To that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaſted, 
| Before 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


£010 LTO, a Nobleman of Genoa, Mr 5 
Father to Caliſta. r. DoWnan, 


Altamont, a young Lord, in Love 
with Caliſia, and deſign'd her Mr, Fertrugen, 
Husband by Sciolto. 


EW: 
Horatio, his Friend. Mr. Bettertcn, A 

Lothario, a young Lord, and Enem | 
to Altamont, 4 Mr. Poel. 4 Ga 
Roſam, his Friend. Mr. Baih, E 
W O M E. N. E. r 
Caliſta, Daughter to Scialto. Mrs. Barry, L l 
Lavinia, Siſter to Altamont, and „ BEIT 
Wife to Horatio. | { Mr 15 Bractgiu , Cnooſe 
This h 

Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta. Mrs. Prince, 

Yes, 
_ Servants to Sczo/to, Are jo 
Sciolta 
SCENE, Sciolto's Palace and Garin Hate 
with ſome part of the Street near it, . Comp 
To ti 
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Herteh, ACT: EE -- SCEME 6 
«el. “ Garden belonging to Sc10L To's Palace. 
atly, Enter ALTAMONT and HORATIO. 
ALTAMONT. 
E T this auſpicious Day be ever ſacred, 
17, No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it; 


Let it be mark'd for Triumphs and Rejoicings 3 

Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
an Chooſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wilkes, 
| This happy Day that gives me my Caliſta. 
. HO RATIO. 

Yes, Aliamont; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee: 
S0/t7s noble Hand that rais'd thee firſt, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Compleats its Bounty and reftores thy Name 


To that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaſted, 
Before 


TAVGEN 
"6, 


queen os 


-y As : * * 
Er £ 


— — — * 


PHY 
l] 


9 


2 — — —— —— — ——— 


— — 1 
TD ISA 


r 
PO Coe ˙ FW Pe ret 


_— Te” Wm 
2 
8 


„„ gore <a: 2. 
7-8 PEEP Tee 88 Fen. 


* 
— . — — — 4 - 
PE ISS OO ES So 8 af ey foe RY 5 
— PE.) 0 So Ss 3 _— 
FREY r 


2 


LE 


— OY * 25 


Whig 2 


, 
* 
oy 
w 
= 
77 
** 
* if 
23 
4 1 
95 
10 
4 
1 
nf 


n 


3 
IE 


Tit © 


TE IE a ns HP 
— S 
- 8 


236 The FAIR PENITENI. 


Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms; 
Before that Country which he long had ſerv'd, 
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps, 
Had caſt off his white Age to Want and Wretchedne 
And made their Court to Faction by his Ruin. 
ALTAMONT. 

Oh great Sciolto ! oh my more than Father! 
Let me not live, but at thy very Name 
My eager Heart ſprings up, and leaps with Joy, 
When I forget the vaſt vaſt Debt Jowe thee, 
Forget! (but tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſon, 
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind, 
To wander in the Deſert among Brutes, 
T'o bear the various Fury of the Seaſons, 


The Night's unw holſom Dew and Noon-day's Heat 


To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heav'n. 
HN 

So open, ſo unbounded was his Goodneſs, 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe 1 was thy Friend. 
When that great Man J lovd, thy noble Father 
Bequeath'd thy gentle Siſter to my Arms, 
His laſt dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendſhip, 
That happy Tye made me Scioltio's Son; 
He. call'd us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 


Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſs'd us with Plenty, 


Heal'd all our Cares, and ſweeten'd Love itſelf. 
ALTAMONT. 


By Heav'n, he found my Fortunes ſo abandon a 


That nothing but a Miracle could raiſe em; 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, 
Had ſtript him bare, nor left him ev'n a Grave; 
Undone myſelf, and finking with his Ruin. 


I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour my 4 
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ut fruitleſs Tears. 

HO RATIO. 

| Yet what thou couldſt thou didſt, 
ind didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
gd and aſſiſted by Lothario's Father, 

oe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs} 

y Sentence of the cruel Law forbid, 

venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, 

hon gav'ſt thyſelf a Ranſom for his Bones; 

ſith Piety uncommon, didſt give up | 
ſhy hopeful Youth to Slaves who ne'er knew Mercy, 
ur, unrelenting, Money-loving Villains, 

Who laugh at Human Nature and Forgiveneſs, 

Ind are like Fiends the Factors of Deſtruction. 

feavn, who beheld the pious AR, approv'd it, 

ind bade Sczo/#o's Bounty be its Proxy, 

» Heat lo bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance. 

vn. | | ALTAMONT. 

But ſee he comes, the Author of my Happineſs, 
The Man who ſav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 


| d, 
Sf 
tchedne 


:. Vo bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
er al fatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty. 
| ier Scior ro, be runs io ALTAMONT and © 
p, |} | embraces him. 

; SCIOELTO: 
is | joy to thee, Allamont] Joy to myſelf! 


enty, b to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 
elf. MMWſiit kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me, 
u makes me Father of a Son like thee. 


: ALTAMONT. 
; u Father! oh let me unlade my Breaſt, 
ide, bor out the Fulneſs of my Soul before you, 


: ew ev'ry tender, ev ry grateful Thought, 
0 us wond'rous Goodneſs ſtirs, But tis impoſſible, 
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And Utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much 
SCIOLFO 
It is enough ; I know thee, thou art honeſt, 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth hereditary 


[of Nigh 
ut ere v 
Jin Rap 


Are in thy Mind; thy noble Father's Virtues za deac 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth. \ riſing e 
ALTAMONT. Ver Eyes 
Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair Creation, Mun then 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, B's all! 
Well pleas'd to ſee the Excellence he gave. Ibegg d 
SCIOLTO. 1 
Oh noble Youth ! I ſwear ſince firſt I knew thee, Cedly rex 
Ev'n from that Day of Sorrows when I ſaw thee, a 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, Away! 
T ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own : One of t! 
Thou art my Son, evn near me as Cali ha. Jo ich: 
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; [ Embraces Hor. With E x 
All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart; Foa hat 
Bot wherefore waſte we thus this happy Day ? Unknowi 
The Jaughing Minutes ſummon thee to joy, A Vive 
And with new Pleaſures court thee as they pals ; ge ch 
Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, When bl; 
And ſwears thou com'it not with a Bridegroom's iialte. Wir, te k 
ALTAMONT. Fih equ 
h] cou'd Ihope there was one Thought of Amun. lets in h 
One kind Remembrance in Ca/;/a's Breaſt, 
The Winds, with all their Wings, wou'd be too fiow EF, 
To bear me to her Feet. For oh ! my Father, 
Amid ſt the Stream of Joy that bears me on, | 
Bleitas Iam, and honor'd in your Friendſhip, WIE 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. 
SCIOLT 9. The 
7 ſaw 


What means my Son ? 


4174. 
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ALTAMONT. 


h When at your Interceſſion, 
if Night Calilia yielded to my Happineſs, 
| ut ere we parted, as I ſeal'd my Vows 
ith Rapture on her Lips, I found her cold, 
za dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; 
be \ riſing Storm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaſt, 
Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, 
reation, Md then ſhe ſigh'd as if her Heart were breaking. 
5 vit all the tend' reit Eloquence of Love 
begg d to be a Shacer in her Grief; 
Bat ne with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, 
thee, Sadly reply d, her Sorrows were her own, 
nee, Nor in a Father's Power to diſpoſe of. 
SETZOLTO. 
Away! It is the Cozenage of their Sex, 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us: 
Jo gh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high, 
es Hor. Wich Expectation of the coming Joy. 
45 Thou haſt in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Unnowing in the Subtleties of Women; | 
Tie Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
3 To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, 
82 When bluſhing from the Light and public Eyes, 
» bale. rv the kind Covert of the Night ſhe flies. 
ih equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
remote lets in his Arms, and with a Looſe ſhe loves. [ Exeunt. 
o f10W Enter LOTHAR IO and Ross AN o. 
LOTHARIO. 
The Father and the Husband ! 5 
R OS SANO. 
Let them paſs, 
eas us not. 
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LOTHARIO. Looſe, 
I care not if they did, Fiercen 
Ere long I mean to meet em Face to Face, Were cl 
And gaul 'em with my Triumph o'er Caliſta. MW Vichin | 
ROSSANO. As peac 
You lov'd her once. Are gen 
LOTHARTIO. [ ſnatch? 
Ilik'd her, wou'd have marry'dher Ind wit 
ut that it pleas'd her Father to refuſe me, ri wit! 
To make this honorable Fool her Husband. The yiel 
For which, If I forget him, may the Shame Nn af] 
I mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine, In Ecſtaſ 
ROSSANO. Atlength 
She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. nen fu. 
LOTTE. [ haftily 1 
She was, and oft in private gave me hearing. Fo think 
Till by long liſt ning to the ſoothing Tale, 
At length her eaſy Heart was wholly mine, Yao Wa 
ROSSANO. 

I've heard you oft deſcribe her, Haughty, Inſolen 
And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, TYP 
That Virtue thus defended, ſhould be — 13 
A Prey to looſe Deſires. ore 


LOTHARIO. 7 3 
| Hear then, I'II tel} thee, Iva: P af 

| | . lie ev 
Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos d, and the pale Moon What o 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Tv/can Grape, and high in Blood, 
Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to her Chamber. 


ROSSANO. m4 
That Minute ſure was lucky. 5 hing 
LOTHARTO. | 


ud ey'r 
owitneſs 
lated at 
Vor, I, 


Oh 'twas great! 
I found the fond, — love-fick Maid, 


Loo 
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Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes: 
Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honor, 
Were charm'd to Reſt, and Love alone was waking. 
Within her rifing Boſom all was calm, 

As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. 

[ ſnatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 

And with prevailing, youthful Ardor preſt her, 

Til with ſhort Sighs, and murmuring ReluQance, 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happineſs. 
kun all the live-long Night we paſt in Bliſs, 

ne. In Ecſtaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 

Atlength the Morn and cold Indiff'rence came; 


Ty'Cher 


her. ren fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 

| [haftiſy took leave, and left the Nymph 

ing. To think on what was paſt, and ſigh alone. 

ROSSANO. 
You ſaw her ſoon again ? 
Infoler LOTHARIO. 
"Md Too ſoon I ſaw her: 
Wonder, oh! that meeting was not like the former; 
d found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport, 
| No more I figh'd, and languiſn'd for Enjoyment : 

[was paſt, and Reaſon took her turn to reign, 

thee. Br: ev'ry Weakneſs fell before her Throne, 

"WO ROSSANO. 

N What of the Lady? 

N LOTHA RIO. 

5 With uneaſy Fondneſs 

ie hung upon me, wept, and ſigh'd and ſwore 
be was undone ; talk'd of a Prieſt, and Marriage; 
lying with me from her Father's Powr ; 

ap! ul cy'ry Saint and bleſſed Angel down, 

d, o witneſs for her that ſhe was my Wife. 


lated at that Name. 
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ROCSANO. Then 
What Anſwer made you ? And be 

LOTHARTFO. 
None; but pretending ſudden Pain and IIlneſs She 
Eſcapꝰd the Perſecution: two Nights ſince To me: 
By Meſſage urg'd, and frequent Importunity, This M 


Again I ſaw her. Straight with Tears and Sjghs, 

Vith ſwelling Breaſts, with Swooning, with DiſtraSiog 
With all the Subtilties and pow'rful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab'ring for her purpoſe; 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Tale. Well, m 
Unmovd, I beggd her ſpare th ungrateful Subjed, Come 5. 
Since Ireſolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind Ur dogs 


Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, | your 
Never to load it with the Marriage-Chain; al Nl, 
That I would ſtill retain her in my Heart, 10 treat 
My ever-gentle Miſtreſs and my Friend ; And mah 
But for thoſe other Names of Wife and Huſband, 
They only meant Ill nature, Cares, and Quarrels, | Is this 
ROSS ANO. ail Senſe 
How bore ſhe this Reply ? alittle 1 
LOTHAREDO. leſt othe1 
Evn as the Earth, | nd judo 
When, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath | 
Shaking the Maſs) ſhe labors with Deſtruction. [ fee th 
At firſt Ss Rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 
But when the Stover found way, twas wild and lou. 1 
ihat Lest 


Mad as the Prieſteſs of the Delphic God, 


Enthuſiaſtic Paſſion ſwelbd her Breaſt, bf Day ſh 


Enlarg'd her Voice, and ruffled all her Form ; 4 hide he 
Proud, and diſdainful of the Love I proffer'd, 177 f 
and liſtens 


She call'd me Villain! Monſter ! baſe Betrayer ! 


ih 
At laſt, in very Bitterneſs of Soul, . i Sighs 
With deadly Imprecations on herſelf, mk cr 
1 Iles, | 


She vow'd ſevercly ne er to ſee me more; 


Subjech 
id 


band, 


uarrels. 


h, 
neath 
jon. 
Fords, 


] and lou 


Then bid me fly that Minute: I obey d, 
and bowing left her to grow cool at leiſure. 
RKOSSAN O. 
che has relented ſince, elſe why this Meſſage, 
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here 
This Morning ? 
LZOTHARITDO., 


See the Perſon whom you nam d. 


Enter LUCILL A, 


Well, my Ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meſſage ? 
b your fair Miſtreſs calmer ? does ſhe ſoften ? 
Ant mult we love again? Perhaps ſhe means 
To treat in Juncture with her new Ally, 
und make her Huſband Party to th' Agreement, 
V 
ls this well done, my Lord? Have you put off 
1S:nſe of Human Nature? keep a little, 
little Pity to diſtinguiſh R Ianhood, 
let other Men, tho cruel, ſhou'd diſclaim you, 
Ind judge you to be number d with the Brutes, 
E 
[ ſee thou'ſt learnt to rail. 
| LUGCITEE A 
I've learnt to weep ; 
Tat Leſton my ſad Miſtreſs often gives me; 
Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade, 
Jo hide her Sorrows from the prying World; 
* Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 
and liſtens to the Winds and beating Rain, 
Mt Sighs aloud, and Tears that fall as faft. 
nen ever and anon ſhe wrings her Hands, 
ud cries, Falſe ! falſe Lothario ! 
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244 The FAIR PENITENT, 
LOTTE. 
| Oh, no more! 
I {wear thoult ſpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thou haſt Beauty that may make thy Fortune 


Vet tell! 


Some keeping Cardinal ſhall dote upon thee, Nay, 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs, The hun 
LUCITIS& 4 If ſhe ca 
What! ſhall I ſell my Innocence and Youth, To think: 
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man! | 
To Man ! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing! Alas! 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of our Sex Wound 2 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elſe, And tho 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Cali/a, & all! 
| LOTHARIO. 
Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf ? Ha! v 
I {wear thou doſt it with ſo good a Grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning, 
LI He muſt | 
Read there, my Lord, there, in her own ſad Line eat the 
{[ Giwing a Lett 
Which beſt can tell the Story of her Woes, 
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindneſs gives Wl kinde 
{ Lothario reads. | | 
Yaur Crueltz—Obedience to my Father give my Hi 
to Altamont, | 
By Heav'n ! *tis well! ſuch ever be the Gifts, | 
With which I greet the Man whom my Soul hates. 
Al 
But to go on ! | I 1 
22. — Hear. Honor 700 faith = Us 
Weakneſi—to morrow—laſt Trouble— loft Calilia, 7M 1 
Women I ſee can change, as well as Men; " en 
She writes me here, forſaken as I am, | 1 38 
That I ſhould bind my Brows with mournful Will . 5 


For ſhe has giv'n her Hand to Altamont : 
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Yet tell the Fair Inconſtant 
| LUCILL A. 
How, my Lord ? 
LOTHAREFO: 


rying, 
Fortune 


e, Nay, no more angry Words : ſay to Caliſſa, 
neſs, The humbleſt of her Slaves ſhall wait her Pleaſure ; 
If ſhe can leave her happy Husband's Arms, 
uth, To think upon ſo loft a Thing as I am. 
LUGIETL A. 
doing ! Alas! for pity come with gentler Looks; | 
Found not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph; 
And tho' you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 
o ſhall Diſſemblin g once be virtuous in you. 
LOTHARTIO. 
? Ha! who comes here ? 
LUCFHTLL 2: 
ung, The Bridegroom's Friend, Hi ratio. 
Re muſt not ſee us here; to-morrow early 
ad Lines at the Garden Gate. 
1g a Lit LOTHARTIO. 
Y Bear to my Love 
; gives h kindeſt Thoughts, and ſwear Iwill not fail her. 
| [ Lothario putting up the Letter haſtily, drops it 
1e my Ha as he gees out. 
| [E£xeunt Lothario and Roſſano one way, Lu- 
ts, cilla another, 
ul * Enter No RAT Io. 
q HORATIO. 
17505 dure tis the very Error of my Eyes: 
2 Caliſta Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario ; . 
lie ſeem d conferring with Ca/a's Woman: 
; at my Approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
11 Willoy Fiat Bus'neſs cou'd he have here, and with her? 


[Mow he bears the noble Altamont 
M 3 | Profeſt 
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Profeſt and deadly Hate 


aper's this ? lleſſes t. 
[Taking up the Lett, WW) bon 118 
Ha! To Lothari 10 s Death f Calißa 8 Nane And bid 


Confuſion and Misfortune! 8 With id 
| Er'n the 

5 2UR Cruelty has of length doitermin'd me, art Conti: 
have rech d this Morning to vicld a perfect Ole. And wh! 
dience is my Father, and to give my Hand to Altamont, „bat if 


. e of my Weakneſs for the faije Lothario. I cs 100 bello, 


% I had that Heart; and that Honcur to befor, di dd bre. 
it, aul ich you have robb'd me o: rer allt 
| Hold, le 


Damnation]! to the reſt — ¶Neaas ogain, 


But oh! I frar could JI retrieve em, 72 o, ag 
und: ne by the too Faithleſs, yet tos lowely Fotharis: Thi 
is the la IFeakneſs of my Pen, and to-morroee jhall i 
the laft in which I avill indulge my Eyes. Lucilla /Aal 
*Ondudt you , if you are kind enough to let me ſee you; it 
all be the e loft 2 7 rouble yeu ſhall meet ciel from 

The loſt C. 


Te!! me 
The loſt indeed ! for thou art gone as far : b _ 
As there can be Perdition. Fire and MEIN 8 
Hell is the ſole Avenger of ſuch Crimes 3 
Oh, that the Ruin were but a! 1] thy own! aus 5 
Thou wilt ev'n make thy Father curſe his Age; ' 85 

t fight of this black Scrowl, the gentle Alban. F, : 

(For oh ! I know his Heart is ſet upon the __ 
Shall Jroop. and hang his difcontented Head, ny 
Like Merit ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority, 
And never grace the Public with his Virtues — 
Perhaps ev'n now he gazes fondly on her, 


And thinking Soul and Body both alike, 1 
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eſtes the perfect Workmanſkip of Hen 


s ? 
be Let den f ighing, to his evry Care ſpeaks Peace, 
e 1 bids his Heart be ſatisfy'd with Happineſs. 
Dpeninę i wretched Huſhand ! while ſhe hangs about thee 
7 TP ile Blandiſhments, and play the fond one 
: Ern then her hot Imagination wanders, 
7. a Contriv: ing Riot, and Jooſe {capes of Love 3 


and v. kile he claips thee cloſe mabten thee a Monſter. 
What if e this! *aper to her Father ? 


nn? 
4 i 
uld am followes that his Juſtice dooms her dead, 
44 133 * ** I „ ＋ * = 1 — I . 
Pon aw; d breaks his Heart with Sorrow; hard Return, 


all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: 
1! let me take a Moment s Thought. 


ute, 1 A V I N I A. 
LAFINIA. 


acc 
1 My Lord! 
„ rat 8 it joys my wg that I have found you. 
illa h boauning wherefore you had left the Company, 

Foz ; . ore > my Brother's Nupt! * Rites were ended, 
Ttev told me you had felt ſome ſudden IIlnets; 
tC Fore a are you fick ? Is it your Head? your Heart? 

: Te!l me, my Love, and eaſe my anxious Thoughts, 


That 1 may take you gently in my Arms, . 
f e to Reſt, and ſoften all your . = 
10241 10. 
It were unjuſt; no, let me ſpare my Friend, 
Los ups the fat al l in my Breaſt, 
im that which will undo his Quiet. 
To TY INIA. 
nat means my Lo: a 5 
: | HOKAT EO: 
Mo ſaidſt thou, my Lavinia 
LAFVTNI 2. ; 
as you know not what you make me ſuffer ? 


Pleite N 4 Why 
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Mhy are you pale? Why did you ſtart and tremble! 
Whence is that Sigh ? And wherefore are your Eyes 


Severely rais'd to Heav'n ? The ſick Man thus, 

Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, 

_ Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy, 

And with Confuſion thinks upon his Audit. 
HORATEXS 

Oh no] thou halt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 
Sharpeſt Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilences, 

Or any other deadly Foe to Life, 
Rather than heave beneath this Load of Thovght, 
LALVINTA. 

Alas ! what is it? wherefore turn you from me? 
Why did you falſly call me your Lavinia, 

And ſwear I was Horatio's better half, | 

Since now you mourn unkindly by yourſelf, 

And rob me of my Partnerſhip of Sadneſs ? 

Witneſs, you Holy Pow'rs, who know my Truth, 

There cannot be a Chance in Life ſo miſerable, 

Nothing ſo very hard but I could bear it, 

Much rather than my Love ſhould treat me coldly, 

And uſe me like a Stranger to his Heart. 
HORATIO. 

Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
But moſt from thee. I never knew a Pleaſure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate or good, 

But ſtraight Iran to bleſs thee with the Tidings, 
And laid up all my Happineſs with thee : 

But wherefore, wherefore ſhall I give thee Pain! 
Then {pare me, I conjure thee; ask no farther; 
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And let em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows. 

L AVINTIA. 
It is enough; chide not, and all is well; 


Forgive 


| orgive 1 
nd ask ' 
| wo not | 
et, MY 
orget YE 
Deyote ti 
For his d 
Ey'n now 
He think 
Till his 


Oh ne 
ümplicit 
And Can 
bat there 
Twould 
To hear 


Fatail 
The Gre 
But all t 
For they 
Ard all 
One Loy 
Another, 
And the 
Till ha) 
And mii 


Can t 
Have th 
One ha 
Hoy We 


tremble! 
our Eyes 
us, 
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Forgive me if I ſaw you ſad, Horatio, 
id ask'd to weep out part of your Misfortunes ; 
I wo'not preſs to know what you forbid me. 
et, my lov'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
orget your Cares for this one happy Day, 
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont; 
For his dear ſake let Peace be in your Looks. 
In now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wiſhes, 
Fe thinks the Prieſt has but half bleſt his Marriage, 
Till his Friend hails htm with the Sound of Joy. 
HORATIO. 
Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocent: 
amplicity from [1], pure native Truth, 
And Candor of the Mind adorn thee ever; 
gut there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the World, 
Twould fill thy gentle Soul with wild Amazement 
To hear their Story told, 
L AFINI A. 
Falſe ones, my Lord? 


A0 N40. 
Fatally fair they are, and in their Smiles, 


The Graces, little Loves, and young Deſires inhabit; 


bat all that gaze upon em are undone ; 
for they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetites, 
Ard ail the Heav'n they hope for is Variety: 
One Lover to another till ſucceeds, 
Another, and another after that, 
And the laſt Fool is welcome as the former: 
Til having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place, 
and mingles with the Herd that went before him. 
LAVINIA. | 
Can there be ſuch ? And have they Peace of Mind ? 
Have they in all the Series of their changing 
One happy Hour? if Women are ſuch Things, 
How was I form'd ſo different from my Sex! 
Mu 5 My 
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My little Heart is ſatisfy d with you, 


You take up all her Room; as in a Cottage b 
Which harbors ſome benighted princely Stranger, 605 & 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hoſpitality, EEE 
Vields all his homely Dwelling to his Gueſt, 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. | EA 
HORAT FO. 
Oh, were they all like thee Men would adore em, 
And all the Bus'neſs of their Lives be loving ; 
The Nuptial Band ſhou'd be the Pledge of Peace, 
And all domeſtic Cares and Quarrels ceaſe ; 
The World ſhou'd learn to love by virtuous Rules, 
And Marriage be no more the Jeſt of Fools, [ Exeunt] 
E C 
N 
My ſole 
If thou 
Of pini 
For oh 
| | But all 
AAAS And my 
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5 A FE A . . 
ace, 

Enter CALISTA an LUEIILEA. 

ules, 
[ Exeunt4 . 


E dumb for ever, ſilent as the Grave, 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 
My ſolemn Sadneſs with the Sound of Joy. 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent, and black Deſpair ; 
For oh! I'vagone around through all my Thoughts, 
But all are InViignation, Love or Shame, = 
and my dear Feace of Mind is loſt for ever. 
. 
Why do you follow ſtill that wana ring Fire, 
That has mif-led your weary Steps, and leaves you 
tnighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe ? i 
That falſe Lothario ! Turn from the Deceiver ; — 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, | 
kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, q 
And faithful as the fimple Village Swain, ö 
That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing, N 
Aghs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy. i 
| CA4415 7 0 q 
Away, Ithink not of him. My ſad Soul i 


as form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene, 
I | Such. 
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Such a Retreat as I wou'd wiſh to find; 
An unfrequented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shade, 
Ravens, and Birds ill omen'd, only dwell ; 
No found to break the Silence, but a roi 
That bubbling, winds among the Weeds: no Mark 
Of any human Shape that had been there, 
Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 
Vho had long fince, like me, by Love undone, 
Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. 
| LUCILLA, 
Alas for Pity ! | 
CALISTA 
There I fain wou'd hide me, 
From the baſe World, from Malice, and from Shame; 
For *tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 
Never to live with publick Loſs of Honor : 
"Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 
Of each affected She that tells my Story, 
And blefles her good Stars that ſhe 1s virtuous. 
To be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 
And pity'd by the Men ! Oh inſupportable ! 
LUCIL{ A. 
Can you perceive the manifeſt Deſtruction, 
The gaping Gulf that opens juſt before you, 
And yet ruth on, tho' conſcious of the Danger? 
Oh, hear me, hear your ever-faithful Creature ; 
By all the Good LI with, by all the III 
My trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to fee this faithleſs Man again: 
Let me forbid his coming. 
CAL ISTH. 
| On thy Life 
charge thee no; my Genius drives me on; 
I mult, I wal behold } him once again 


Perhaps | 


perhaps 


and this 


; Iy lab! 
Heaves 


"he buſ 


and nev 


Rage 18 
Like na! 
It ſwells 
Still as 1 
And the 


[ have 
Aoainſt | 


Ckhide 
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Then let 
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perhaps it is the Criſis of my Fate, 

and this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. 

My lab ring Heart that ſwells with Indignation, 
leaves to diſcharge the Burden; that once done, 
he buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 

Wind never beat again. 

EUGILELH. 

T ruſt not to that; 

gage is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our Souls; 


Mark 


ne, 
in. Like narrow Brooks that rife with ſudden Show'rs, 
It iwells in haſte, and falls again as ſoon; 
Gill as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in, 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its place. 
e, | CALIST A. 
Wa [ have been wrong d enough to arm my Temper 
" Wocainft the ſmooth Deluſion; but alas! 
Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me) 
A Woman's Softneſs hangs about me ſtill: 
2 Then let me bluſn, and tell thee all my Folly, 
: [ {year I could not fee the dear Betrayer 
_ kneel at my Feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
n put my relenting Heart would pardon all, 
Ard quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 
ELUCILL 2. | 
Ye ſacred Powers, whoſe gracious Providence 
5 k watchful for our Good, Guard me from Men, 
= tromtheir deceitful Tongues, their Vo: and Flatteries; 
os dul let me paſs neglected by their Eyes, 
you, Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, 


That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 

lad fatal Love may never be my Banc. 
CATIA. 

Ha! Altamont? Caliſta, now be wary, 

and guard thy Soul's Acceſſes with Diſſembling; 

Nor let this hollile Husband's Eyes explore 


Perhaps | Fre 
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q | 7 8 1 7 3 13 ; 
Fhe warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, "MEE" 


That rage within thee, and deform thy Reaton, Or any 


A 4 ha du 

Euter ALTAMONT. That 
ALTAMONT. If to 
"WS ; 
Be gone my Cares, I give you to the Winds To Kno- 

* 7 

Far to Ke borne, far from the happy Aitantent; [f $311 to 
For fr On the {acred Era of my Love, Tarougt 
Through 


A better Order of ſucceeding Days 
Come ſmiling forward, White and lucky all. 
Caliſta is the Miſtreſs of the Vear, 
She crowns the 1 with * Beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my Hours, be good and joyfu!, 
04 LIST A. 

If I was ever Miſtreſs of ſuch Happinets, 

Oh! wherefore did I play th' unthrifty Fool, 


And waſting all on others leave myſelf 


be wort! 
0 then Ic 
Ard ſet 


ſn which 


As ſuch I 


Without one 'Thought of Joy to give me Comfort? Enter 
ALTAMONT, 

Oh, mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane Let M 
This thy great Feſtival with Frowns and Saqneſs zu my 
I ſwear it ſha'not be, for I will wooe thee Ti. : 1 
With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſport, "y — 
That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame wo. me, N 
he ſhine. 
And kindle into Joy. _ eons 
GAL EE The f rig 
I tell thee, Allamont, 4 1 
Till H a1 


Such Hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
III ſuited to each other; join'd, not match'd! 
Some ſullen Influence, a Foe to both, 
Has w 'Toug ht this fatal Marriage to undo us. . 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, t Wakes 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this Day, Calls bac 
That fills thee with ſuch Ecſtaſy and Tranſport, | 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs i ; 


Teach th 
And the! 
begin: e 


fort? 


roſane 
neſs 


« 


ſport, 


me, 


\ 
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0 think it better than the Day before, 
Or any other in the Courſe of Time, | 
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten, 
AL T AM ONT. 
If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs, 
o knov/ non? fair, none excellent, beſide thee; 
Ie Hill to love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy 
Through evry Seaſon, ev'ry Change of Lite, 
Thkrouzh wrinkled Age, throughSickneſ and Misfortune, 
be worth the leaſt Return of grateful Love, 
O then let my Ca/i/ta bleſs this Day, 
And ſet it down for happy. 


CALIST A: 
"Tis the Day 


u which my Father gave my Hand to Allamont; 
A; ſuch I will remember it for ever. 


Enter ScioLTO, Ho RATIO, and Lavinia, 


| SEZOETTE 
Let Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no pauſe, 

but fill up every Minute of this Day. 

lis yours, my Children, ſacred to your Loves; 

The glorious Sun himſelf for you looks gay, 

he ſuines for Altamout and for Caliſta. 

Let there be Muſic, let the Maſter touch 

The ſprightly String, and ſoſtly- breathing Flute, 

Ti! Harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle Paſſion, 

Teach the cold Maid to loſe her Fears in Love, 

And the fierce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. 

begin: ey'n Age itſelf is chear'd with Muſic, 

it wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth, 

Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into "Tranſport. 
(Here an Entertainment of Muſic and Dancing. 
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his Let 
By Mr. CONGREYE. 0 
T. lethoug 


That ſho 
Lreen'd 
| ſpeci01 
hb, falle 
Dur boat 
til they 
ith ſuc 
he firſt. 
Too blin. 


IH flay! ah turn! ab, auhither avoul you fly, 
Too charming, teo relentleſs Maid ? 
I fellow not to Conquer, but to Die; 
You of the fearful are afraid. 
IL 
In vain 1 call; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
hen preſt by ſome tempeſluous Wind, 
Flies favifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 


Nor cafts one pitying Look behind. H fell u 
070770 Nor coul“ 
Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome; pu * 
All who rejoice with me to-day are Friends: 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 3 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth, 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe ; 
Loſies and Ditappointments, Cares and Poverty, The 
The rich Man's Intolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 7 


Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh! grant ye Powers, that I may ſee theſe happy, 
[Pointing to Altamont ang Calilta, 


Compleatly bleſt, and I have Life enough; O. 
And leave the reſt indifferently to Fate. [ Exeunt, x 24 
Mauet HoRaT1 0. | Nome 

My Inſtre 

„ HO RAT 10. f Therefor, 

What if, while all are here intent on Revelling, (7 peak 


3 privately went forth, and fought Lorharic? , 
1 F 
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lis Letter may, be forg'd; perhaps the Wantonneſs 
his yain Youth, to ſtain a Lady's Fame; 

erhaps his Malice to diſturb my Friend, 

bh no! my Heart forebodes it muſt be true, 

thought ev'n now I mark'd the Starts of Guilt, 
That ook her Soul; tho' damn'd Diſſimulation 


e :rcen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to public View 
an Face of Innocence and Beauty. 
h falle Appearance! What 1s all our Sov'reignty, 
ur boaſted Pow'r? when they oppoſe their Arts, 
til they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
ith ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 
he firſt fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lord; 
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare; 
Nor could believe that ſuch a Heav'nly Face 
Had bargain'd with the Devil, to damn her wretched 
ome; a 
Race. [ Exit. 
17th, = EE 
, 3 W MN Ei 
t 
oe The Street near Sciolto's Palace. 
F Enter LoTHar10 and Ross AN o. 
"Cali LOTHAR10. 


O tell the then the Purport of my Thoughts; 
[ Exeunt, The Loſs of this fond Paper would not give me 
Moment of Diſquict, were it not 
My Inſtrument of V engeance on this Allamont; 
2 mean to wait ſome Opportunity 
Vi ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this Morning. 


ROSSANO: 
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Till he fair Anſwer made, and did me Juſtice, 
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ROSSANO. hat I ſh 

I with you, Sir, to think upon the Danger 0 he {| 
Of being ſeen; to-day their Friends are round 'em, 3 

And any Eye, that lights by chance on You, The br 

Shall put your Life and Safety to the Hazard. jut as th 

[7 hey confer reel) a. 


11 


till are t. 


Enter H io. Es 
und Hea' 


HO RATIO: 

Still Imuſt doubt ſome Myſtery of Miſchief, duch 6 
Some Arithce beneath, Loatharis's Father Which m 
I knew him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, my cou. 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils, nd wha 
But of a cold, unactive Hand in War; 


Yet with theſe Coward's Virtues he undid 8 here 
My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeſt Friend. —_ bu 
This Son, if Fame miſtakes not, is more hot, P peg 
More open and unartful-—Ha! He's here! ¶ Seeing hin oro 
LOTHARIO. 3 
Damnation! He again This ſecond Time 3 
To-day he has croſt me like my evil Genius. at Sieht 
HO RATIO. 
J ſought you, Sir. 
LOTTE Thou | 
'T1s well then 1 am found, Ef 8 
HOR ATTIO. 1 ilteren 


'Tis well you are: The Man who-wrongs my Fried 
To the Earth's utmoſt Verge I would purſue; 
No Place, tho' e'er ſo holy, ſhould protect him; 
No Shape that artful Fear e'er form'd ſhould hide hin 


[0 rob a! 
And do a 


LOTHARTO. 
Ha! doit thou know me? that I am Zothari ? 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio“ 


Think he 
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hat I ſhould baſely hide me from his Anger, 
elt be ſhould chide me for his Friend's Diſpleaſure ? 
HORAT1O. 
The brave, 'tis true, do never ſhun the Light, 
Jul as their Thoughts, and open are their Tempers, 
rely without Diſguiſe they love and hate, 
ll are they found in the fair Face of Day, 
Ind Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
LOTH4RTO. 
duch let em be of mine: there's not a Purpoſe, . 
hich my Soul ever fram'd, or my Hand acted, 
put I could well have bid the World look on, 
nd what I once durſt do, have dar'd to juſtify, 
HOR A710. 
Where was this open Boldneſs, this free Spirit? 
hen but this very Morning I ſurpriz'd thee, 
In baſe, diſhoneſt Privacy, conſulting 
ind bribing a poor mercenary Wretch, 
o ſeit her Lady's Secrets, ſtain her Honor, 
Lind with a forg'd Contrivance blaſt hex Virtue: 
it Sight of me thou fled'it! 
LOTHARTO. 
Fa! fled from thee? 
HORATTIO. 
J Thou fled'ſt! and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief, 
. A Pilferer deſcry'd in ſome dark Corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous Intent 
lo rob and ravage at the Hour of Reſt, 
; and do a midnight Murder on the Sleepers. 
ide hin LOTHARIO. 
Slave! Villain! [Ofers to draw, Roſſano held; hies. 
ROSSANO. 
75 Hold, my Lord! think w ava you are, 
Think how unſafe and hurtful to your Honor, 


r 
1d 'em, 


E 
fer afit, 


eeing him 


me 


It 
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It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
— ſhock the peaceful City with a Broil, 
LOTHARIO. | 
Then ſince thou doſt provoke my Vengeance, knoy 
I would not for this City's Wealth, for all 
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, 
But that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife of Allamont, ſhould be as public 
As is the Noon day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 


Think'ſt thou I meant the Shame ſhould be conceals 


Oh no! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the News 


To the dull doating Husband; now I have found him, ö 


And thou art he. 
H ORA . 
I hold thee baſe enough 


To break though Law, and ſpurn at ſacred Order, | 


And do a brutal Injury like this; 
Yet mark me well, young Lord, I think Caliſia 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soul, 
To be the Prey of ſuch a Thing as thou art. 
*T'was baſe and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
To forge a Scrowl ſo villainous and looſe, 
And mark it with a noble Lady's Name; 
Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt Arts of Cowards, 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers; 
Who bred at Home in Idleneſs and Riot, 
Ranſack for Miſtreſſes th' unwholſom Stews, 
And never know the Worth of virtuous Love. 
LOTHAREFO. 

Think'ſt thou I forg'd the Letter? Think fo ſti Il, 
Till the broad Shame come ſtaring in thy Face, 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. 


HORATIG 
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it only 
And wh 
You talk 
And fand 
Legends 
Or being 
As the fc 


But th 
[could 1 


You blal 
Hate yo. 
Rather et. 
And ſto 


It 18 t 
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HO RATIO. 
Away ! no Woman could deſcend ſo low: 
A kipping, dancing, worthleſs Tribe you are. 
e, knoyM fit only for yourſelves. You herd together; 


— © 
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and when the circling Glaſs warms your vain Hearts, [4 

You talk of Beauties that you never ſaw, 4 

nton, and fancy Raptures that you never knew. 1 

Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, "A 

ter, or being, ne'er were Saints, are not ſo falſe 8 

as the fond Tales which you recount of Love. b 

Mnceal'd LOTHARIO. 1 

d guat that I do not hold it worth my Leiſure, 1 

(could produce ſuch damning Proof —— i. 

nd him, HORATIO. | 1 

| "Tis falſe: | 

You blaſt the Fair with Lies becauſe they ſcorn you, 1M 

Hate you like Age, like Uglineſs and Impotence ; il 

Irder, hather than make you bleſt, they wou'd die Virgins, 1 

ind flop the Propagation of Mankind. i 

fla BM LOTHARTIO. 8 
, lit is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, 
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and that be thine and A/tamont's: Dream on, 
Nor think upon my Vengeance. till thou feelſſt it. 
HO RATIO. 
Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel ; 

ds, I Hho' I think greatly of Ca/fa's Virtue 
IS; and hold it far beyond thy Pow'r to hurt; 
| let as ſhe ſhares the Honor of my Altamont, 

That Treaſure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 

ind kept at Life's Expence, I muſt not have 

Mark me, young Sir) her very Name profan'd. 


2 


85 © >" y 
ar 
A SY 
a Fo 


ſtill, leam to reftrain the Licence of your Speech; 
ce, Tis held you are too laviſh: When you are met 
l JJ \mong your Setof Fools, talk of your Dreſs, 


Vf Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and yourſelves ; 
4770 Tie 
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Tis ſafer and becomes your Underſtandings, 
LOT HAN. Or ift 
What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn Order ? Bega 
And in Defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter looſe, 
And uſe his ſacred Friendſhip for our Mirth, 


| HOR ATED Jace Bri 
"Tis well! Sir, you are pleaſant 
LOTHA@A4XFO0. Damn 


By the Joys, | 
Which yet my Soul has uncontroll'd purſu'd, | 
I would not turn aſide from my leaſt Pleaſure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 
Eut like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commonert 
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow'ry Garden 
Rifle, the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 
Yet {corn to ask the Lordly Owner's Leave. | 
HORN nz 
What Liberty has vain preſumptuous Youth, u' be 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare provoke me unchaſtis'd? WIC i mui 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee ſhun my Walks; lou th all 
It in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place E u up, 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Puniſhment, 1 
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 4 
Exact from thoſe who wrong 'em much, ev'n Deatlif 
Or ſomething worſe ; an injur'd Huſband's Vengendf 
Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 
And ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. 
LOTHARED: 
Is then my Way in Genoa preſcrib'd, 
By a Dependant on the wretched Allamont, 3 To- me 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns, ert yo 
And vouches for his Valor's Reputation! 1 : Tis not 
HORATIO. ice Lo 
Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners. BW 
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58, LOTHARTO. 3 
Or if there be a Name more vile, his Paraſite: 'Y 
ler ? \ Beggar's Paraſite ! 4 
HORATIO. 3 
looſe, Now learn Humanity, M 
x, [ Ofers to /irike him, Roſſano inte; poſes, 1 
«ce Brutes and Boys are only taught with Blows. 1 
LOTHAXIO. f 
Damnation! | [They draws. } 
e Joys, ROSSANO. 
: | Hold, this goes no further here, | 
85 frat, *tis too much; already ſee, | 
ay; The Crowd are gath'ring to us. ; 
»mmonerl LOTHARITO. 
/ Gare Oh Roſſano! 
uits, Wl: gire me way, or thou art no more my F riend. | 
ROSSANO. 
6:i:/ts's Servants too have ta'en th*Alarm; 
ith, Jou be oppreſt by Numbers: be advis'd, 


0:1 muſt force you hence; take't on niy Word, 
You hall have Juſtice done you on Horatio. 


ſtis d? 
Valks; | 
WT! vp, my Lord. 
| LOTHARIO. 
This wo not brook Delay; 
et of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks, 
duo Hours ere Noon to-morrow J expect thee, 


lt ſingle Hand to mine. 
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5 HORA AT IO. 
I'll meet thee there. 
LOTHAXIO. Ip 
To-morrow, oh my better Stars! to-morrow 1 
18, hert your Influence, ſhine ſtrongly for me; þ 
5 l not a common Conqueſt I would gain, ; 
ice Love, as well as Arms, muſt grace my Triumph, 1 
ners. . Lothario and Roſſano. 1 
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| HORATIO. | 

Two Hours ere Noon to-morrow ! Ha! ere thy | 
He ſees Ca/ta! Oh unthinking Fool —— 
What if I urg'd her with the Crime and Danger? 
If any Spark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her Breaſt, my Breath perhaps may wake 
Cou'd I but proſper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaſter. 
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom Fools are juſt, 
So many of your Sex wou'd not in vain, 


2 


A 


tn As 


Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain. 25 
Of all the various Wretches Love has made, 

How few have been by Men of Senſe betray'd! | 

Convinc'd by Reaſon, they your Pow'r confeſs, on! 

Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, LN 

And conſcious of your Worth, can never love you leſ. "ic s 

[ nen ev* 

drow, I. 
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nger? "I = 0 NE Gd UE e 
g | | 
nern SCENE I 
ter, | 

tut, Wt Apartment in SC1IOLTo's Palace. 
|, | 

| Enter SCloLToandCALIST A. 

ain. 
a 42 SCIOET © 
yl OW by my Life, my Honor, 'tis too much; 
* " IN Have I not mark d thee wayward as thou art, 
_ leſs errerſe and ſullen all this Day of Joy ? 


When ev'ry Heart was chear'd, and Mirth went round, 

mow, Diſpleaſure, and repining Anguiſh, 

tor thy Brow ; like ſome malignant Planet, 

Ire to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 

"ho ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the World; 

ſhen all the other Stars, with gentle Aſpect, 

Popitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. 
R 

I; then the Taſk of Duty half perform'd ? 

«nor your Daughter giv'n herſelf to Altamort, 

Ilded the native Freedom of her Will 

o n imperious Huſband's lordly Rule, 

lopratify a Father's ſtern Command ? 


SCIOLTO. 
Doſt thou complain? 


. 
For Pity do not frown then, 
in deſpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 


41 + N A 


U 


266 The FAIR PENIT ENT. 


A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance; 

For oh! that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, 

1s the ſad Native of Caliſtas Breaſt, 

And once poſſeſt will never quit its Dwelling, 

Till Life, the Prop of all, ſhall leave the Building, 

To tumble down, and moulder into Ruin. | 
SC . 


Porn wit 
hake Of 
And clai 


Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint, one's 
That was thy Mother, by her wondrous Goodneſs, reach m 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying Sweetneſs, To dreſs 
I ſwear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the Light, Noch as ! 
Lurks underneath that Sadneſs in thy Vilage. And nevi 
But mark me well; tho' by yon' Heav'n I love the l Heav 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can; | I pref 
Yet ſhou'dit thou (which the Pow'rs above forbid) o join 1 
E'er ſtain the Honor of thy Name with Infamy, That hur 
J catt thee off, as one whoſe Impious Hands 

Had rent aſunder Nature's neareſt Ties, To te: 
Which once divided never join again. peaks ne 


Today, I've made a noble Youth thy Huſband, ut rathe 
Conſider well his Worth, reward his Love, 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art ſo. ; 
[Exit Scioi br oh! 
WM come to 


CAL 


Ho hard is the Condition of our Sex. 


Thro' ev'ry State of Life the Slaves of Man? You are 
In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 

A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, Are you 
And deals out Pleaſure with a ſcanty Hand : lach inte 
To his, the Tyrant Huſband's Reign ſuccecds; ire you n 
Proud with Qpinion of ſuperior Reaſon, Thoſe ble 
He holds domeſtic Bus'neſs and Devotion WJ i coll in 
All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us, bea, wh 
Like cloiſter'd Idiots, from the World's Acquaintanc 5 Who can 


And all the Joy's of Freedom. Wherefore are we 


yo 
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Porn with high Souls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 
&2ke of this vile Obedience they exact, 
And claim an equal Empire o'er the World ? 


Enter HoR ATI o. 


RNA. 

She's here ! yet oh ! my Tongue is at a Loſs: 
Teach me, ſome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gracious Words ; 
duch as may ſoftly ſteal upon her Soul, 
ind never waken the tempeſtuous Paſſions. | 
br Heav'n the weeps ! Forgive me, Fair Ca/i/a, 
| I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip, 
lo join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils 
That hurt yourPeace, and quench thoſe Eyes in Tears, 

CALIFST A. 
To ſteal unlook'd-for on my private Sorrow, 
peaks not the Man of Honor, nor the Friend, 
Put rather means the Spy. 
HEDRAT FO. 
Unkindly Taid ! 
Por oh ! as ſure as you accuſe me falſly, 
[come to prove myſelf Caliſta's Friend. 
CALISTA. | 
You are my Huſband's Friend, the Friend of 4/1257, 
HORATTO. 

Are you not one? Are you not join'd by Heav'n, 
Lach interwoven with the other's Fate? 
ire you not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
"hoſe blended Waters are no more diftinguiſh'd, 
ut roll into the Sea, one common Flood? 


lien, who can give his Friendſhip but to one ? 


Ir? 


o can be Aliamont's, and not Califta's ? . 
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268 The FAIR PENITENT 
CALI. Pat reſt 1 
Force, and the Wills of our imperious Rulers, and find 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain; 
But Minds will {till look back to their own 2 1 And v 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, G11] dat 
Stands on the Shore, and ſends. his Wiſhes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came, None 
AON That wit 
When Souls that ſhould agree to Will the ſame, s freely 
To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, 
Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, What 
Think what a Train of Wetchedneſs enſues; Which th 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial Bed, keif it u 
The Nights ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, hay wi 
And ev'ry Day ſhall be a Day of Cares. jd let tl 
CALTSTH. | 
Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendſhip, 
Was but to tell Ca/i/ta what a Wretch ſheis ; 
Alas ! what needed that ? Ha! v 
HORAT T9. 
Oh ! rather ſay, Lebe 
I came to tell her how ſhe might be happy; Two Nar 
To ſooth the ſecret Anguith of her Soul, Hence ha 
To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, baue 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. "Rs 
GAL IST: Who of; 
Say thou, to whom this Paradiſe is known, l 1 
Where lies the blisful Region? Mark my Way to it, d 
For oh ! *tis ſure, I long to be at Reſt. WM 0D... 
HORATIO. ue to 1: 
Then to be Good is to be Happy; — Angels 75 hh 
Are happier than Mankind, becauſe they are better. Thos Ka 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow; *tis the Fiend, that . 
Th'avenging Fiend, that follows us behind ' 
With V hips and Stings ; the Bleſt know none of wi u Hor 
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pit reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, 


lers, And find the Height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs. 
in; CALIST A. 
Choice And what bold Paraſite's officious Tongue 
; 6:11] dare to tax Califia's Name with Guilt ? 
18 . HORATIO. 
TT None ſhould; but tis a buſy talking World, 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, 
fame, Wh; geely on the Palace, as the Cottage. | 
„ „ 
ere What myſtic Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
; Which thou wou'dft ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 
if it meant Diſhonor ta my Virtue ? 
way with this ambiguous ſhuffling Phraſe, 
lad let thy Oracle be underſtood. 
5 | HORATIO. 
1 Lotharis ! 
| CALISTA, 
Ha! What wou'dfi thou mean by him? 
HORATIO. 


'Thus they join 


ſay, Lythario and Caliſta ! 


Ixo Names, which Heav'n decreed ſhould never meet; 


Hence have the Talkers of this populous City, 
Ahameful Tale to tell for public Sport, 

lf an unhappy Beauty, a falſe Fair One, 

ho plighted to a noble Youth her Faith, 

Vhen ihe had giv'n her Honor to a Wretch. 


CALIST 4 
Death! and Confuſion ! have I liv'd to this ? 


le, 
ACC, 


to it, 


Pa” bias to be treated with unmanly Inſolence ! 
wu o be the Sport of a looſe Ruffian's Tongue! 
Thus to be us'd ! thus! like the vileſt Creature, 
hat ever was a Slave to Vice and Infam y. 
1 HOR 4110. 
of this, p H 
pal Honor and fair ] ruth you wrong me much ; 
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For, on my Soul, nothing but ſtrong Neceſſity 

Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office: 

I came with ſtrong Reluctance, as if Death 

Had ſtood a-croſs my Way, to ſave your Honor, 

Yours and Sciolto's, yours and Altamont's ; 

Like one who ventures through a burning Pile, 

To ſave his tender Wife with all her Brood 

Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin. 
CALIST SD. 

Is this! is this the famous Friend of Altamont, 
For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms renown'd ? 
Is this! this Tale bearing, officious Fellow, 
That watches for Intelligence from Eyes; 

This wretched Argus of a jealous Huſband, 
That fills his eaſy Ears with monſtrous Tales, 


And makes him toſs, and rave, and wreak at lengi 


Bloody Revenge on his defenceleſs Wife; 

Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran mad ? 
HORN 

Alas ! this Rage is vain ; for if your Fame, 

Or Peace be worth your Care, you muſt be calm, 

And liſten to the Means are left to ſave 'em. 

"Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate. 

By me your Genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 

Never to ſee that curſt Lothario more; 

Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſhunn'd 

By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons ; 

Unleſs you have devoted this rare Beauty 

To Infamy, Diſeaſes, Proſtitution. 
CA 


Diſhonor blaſt thee, baſe, unmanner'd Slave! 
That dar'ſt forget my Birth, and ſacred Sex 
And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd Sound. 


HORA — : 
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greathe out a ſolemn Vow, never to ſee, 
Nor think, if poflible, on him that ruin'd thee 
0: by my Altamont 's dear Life I ſwear, 
This ge” ! — Nay you muſt not fly !—This Paper, 
[ Holding her, 
This nity Paper ſhall divulge your Shame= 
| CAESST A. 
What mean'ſtthou by that Paper? What Contrivance 
Hatt thou been forging to deceive my Father, 
To turn his Heart againſt his wretched Daughter, 
That Altamont and thou may ſhare his Wealth! 
A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The Weakneſs of my Sex. Oh for a Sword, 
To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 
That torg'd the Scrow1l. 
HORATTO. 
| Behold, can this be forg'd? 


de where Caliſſa's Name 
| [Shewwing the Letter near. ] 
. 
To Atoms thus, [Tearing it.] 
Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted Falſhood, 
lhe wicked, lying Evidence of Shame. 
HQR 47 4 0c 
Confuſion ! a 
. 
Henceforth, thou ofſicious Fool, 
Heddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
lo breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue: 
lam myſelf the Guardian of my Honor, 
and wo'not bear ſo infolent a Monitor. 


Euter AL TAM ON T. 


ALTAMONT. 
Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride, 
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Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 
The Wiſh, and Care, and Bus'neſs of my Youth ? 
Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my Break ! 
And tell her the delays my Bliſs too long, 
Tell my ſoft Soul ev'n ſickens with Deſire. 
Ditorder'd ! and in Tears ! Horatio too 
My Friend is in Amaze !-— What can it mean? 
Till me, Caliſia, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift Sword may find out the Offender, 
And do thee ample Juſtice. 

| CALITST A. 


Turn to him. 


ALTAMONT. 


Horatio 
CALIST 4. 
To that Inſolent. 
4 LTAMONT. 
My Friend ! 


Could he do this ! He, who was half myſelf! 
One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 
Guided our Wills: have I not found him juſt, 
Honeſt as Truth itſelf? And cou'd he break 
The Sanctity of Friendſhip ? Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of Altamont in his Caliſta? 
CALIST A. x 

I thought what juſtice I ſhou'd find from thee ! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his Tale, 
Applaud his Malice, that would blaſt my Fame, 
And treat me like a common Proſtitute. 
Thou art perhaps Confed'rate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 

ALTAMONT. 


Oh impious! What preſumptuous Wretch ſhall dare 


To offer at an Injury like that: 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardiſe itſelf, 
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hall ſave him from the Fury of my Vengeance, 
TY F 
1 The Man who dar'd to do it was Horatio 
| Thy darling Friend! Twas Altamont's Horatio ! 
but mark me well! while thy divided Heart 


! Dotes on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
an? No Force ſhall drag me to thy hated Bed; 

Nor can my cruel Father's Pow'r do more 
er, Than ſhut me in a Cloiſter; there, well pleas'd, 


Religious Hardſhips will T learn to bear, 
To faſt, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'r; 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell, 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell-; 
but bleſs the Day 1 to that Refuge ran, 
fe from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 
Man. | [Exit Caliſta. 
44T MONT. : 
bhe's gone; and as ſhe went, ten thouſand Fi ires 
f bor from her angry Eyes, as if ſhe meant 
7 boo well to keep the cruel Vow ſhe made. 
Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me, 
hat means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks? 
& if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee, 


ad thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better, 
l vou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
e, ls otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſeen 
lat Idol of thy Soul, that fair Caliſta, 
[ Thou haſt beheld her Tears. 
; ALTAMONT. 


1 I have ſeen her weep, 
1all dare le ſeen that lovely One, that dear Caliſta, 
Loplaining in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 
That thou ! my Friend! Horatio] thou haſt wrong'd her. 
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274 The FAIR PENITENT, 
N HO RATIO. 

That T have wrong'd her! Had her Eyes been {2 

From that rich Stream which warms her Heart 


No chur] 
It 15 not! 


Cav 
11 
al 


number'd Canſt 
For ev'ry falling Tear a drop of Blood, [ har'd t 
It had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, Mind for n 
Ev'nthee, my 4/tamont ! She has undone thee, To Virtu 
N ALTAMONT. Thy nobl 
Doſt thou join Ruin with Caliſta's Name ? ond he 
What is ſo fair ſo exqu:litely good: | for his w 
Is the not more than Painting can expreſs, logether 
Or youthtul Poets fancy, when they love? he call'd 
Does ſhe not come, like Wiſdom, or good Fortune, Muds? fo 
Replete with Bleflings, giving Wealth and Honor? 
The Dowry which ſhe brings is Peace and Pleaſure, WM Thou c 
And everlaſting Joys are in her Arms. Ar, WhO 
HOR ATTO. | 
It had been better thou had liv'd a Beggar, l had n 
And fed on Scraps at great Mens' ſurly Doors, Ind forc' 
Than to have match'd with one ſo falſe, ſo fatal [muſt ave 
ALTAMONT. | 
It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee : Thou v 
Becauſe I tamely bore the Wrong thou didſt her, k kind of 
Thou doſt avow the barb'rous, brutal Part, langs rot 
And urge the Injury ev'n to my Face. ge: 
HR cannot, 
ſee ſhe'as got Poſſeſſion of thy Heart, jut hence 
She'as charm'd thee, like a Siren, to her Bed, | 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds; 
Too late the Rocks and Quick-ſands will appear: Wl Ilove th 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithleſs Shore, id muſt, 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadſt not left thy Friend, tin in de 


To folloy her Deluſion. 


ALT AMO®NT. 
DE 


If thy Friendſihip 


Do churliſhly deny my Love a Room, 
| is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 
HO RATIO. 
Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what I've been to thee? 
[har'd the Task of Nature with thy Father, 
thee, Wind form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Youth 
ee. To Virtue and to Arms. 
r noble Father, Oh thou light young Man! 
IMond he have us'd me thus ? 5 Fortune fed us, 
for his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
ſoxther flouriſh'd, and together fell. 
| fle call'd me Friend, like thee: wou'd he have leſt me 
Fortune, raus? for a Woman ? nay, a vile one too? 
onor ? | ALTAMONT. 
eaſue, Wl Thou canſt not, dar'ſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 
| who is vile? but dare not name Caliſla. 
OR ATIO:. 


5 had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
5 ind forc'd to clear myſelf; but fince thus urg'd, 
fatal muſt avow I do not know a viler. 
ALTAMONT. 
5 Thou wert my Father's Friend, he lov'd thee well; 
her, kkind of venerable Mark of him | 
langs round thee, and protects thee from my Ven- 
gence : 
cannot, dare not liſt my Sword againſt thee, 
It henceforth never let me ſee thee more. 
, [ Going out. 
JOUNcs 3 HOSA4TZHO0: 
Pear [love thee ſtill, ungrateful as thou art, | 
IC, ind muſt, and wit preſerve thee from Diſhonor; 
nd, In in deſ pite of thee. [ Holds hin. 
| ALTAMONT. 
Let go my Arm, 
ip 
DE H ORA. 
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The FAIR PENITENT. 


HO 
If Honor be thy Care, if thou wou'dſt live, 
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Husband, 
Avoid thy Bride, ſhun her deteſted Bed, 
The Joys it yields are daſh'd with Poiſon 
ALTAMONT. 


276 


| Off! 
To urge me but a Minute more 1s fatal, 
HO RATIO. 
She is pulluted ! ftain'd ! | 
ALTAMONT. 


Madneſs and Raging ! 


But hencg E- | 
HORATHFO. 
Diſhonor'd by the Man you hate, 
| ALTAMONT. 
J pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy own ſake, 
If Life be worth the keeping... 
HORATIO. 
By Lothario. 
ALTAMONT. 
Perdition take thee, Villain, for the Falſhood. 


[Strikes hin 


Now nothing but thy Life can make Atonement, 
HORATIO. 
A blow ! Thou haſt us'd me well 


ALTAMONT. 


This to thy Heart 


HORATESO. 


Yet hold 
Face, | F 
Spite of my Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Tei 
derneſs, 1 
And I cou'd ratizer die myſeif than hurt him. 
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The Falk PENITENT. 277 
ALTAMONT. 
Defend thyſelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
| fear the poor Evaſion ſhall not ſave thee; 
'HORA TIO. 
vet hold! thou know'ſt I dare!—Think how we've 
liv'd - | | 
Ty fight; Altamont proſes on Horatio, auh retires, 
Nay! then 'tis brutal Violence! and thus, 
Thus Nature bids me guard the Life ſhe gave. 


[They fight. 
L AT N I A enters, and runs between their Savords. 


LAVINIA. 
My Brother! my Horatio! is it poſſible? 
Oh! turn your cruel Swords upon Lawinza. 


[you muſt quench your impious Rage in Blood, 
zehold my Heart ſhall give you all her Store, 


To ſave thoſe dearer Streams that flow from yours. 
ALTAMONT. 
'Tis well thou haſt found aSafe-guard; none but this, 
No Pow'r on Earth cou'd fave thee from my Fury. 
LAYINITA. 
Oh fatal, deadly Sound ! 


HORATIO. 
Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain Boy ! Haſt thou forgot the Reverence 


Die to my Arm, thy firſt, thy great Example, 


Which pointed out thy Way to noble Daring, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a Man? 
EL AFINITA. 
What buſy, medling Fiend, what Foe to Goodneſs, 
Could kindle ſuch a Diſcord? Oh! lay by 
Thoſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unleſs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, 


Should ſtretch me out at your relentleſs Feet, 
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A wretched Coarſe, the Victim of ou Fury, 
| HORATIO. 


Ask ſt thou what made us Foes? twas baſe Ingratitud ts 


"Twas fuch a Sin to Friendſhip, as Heav'n's Mercy, 
That ſtriveswithMan'suntoward, monſtrous Wickednef 
Unweary'd with forgiving, ſcarce could pardon. 
He, who was all to me, Child! Brother! Friend! 
With barb'rous bloody Malice, ſought my Life. 

| ALTAaMONT. 

Thou art my Sitter, and I would not make thee 
The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 
Therefore thy Husband's Lite 1s ſafe; 
No more to know this hoſpitable Roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sczolto's Bounty; 

We mutt not meet; tis dangerous; farewel. 


[He 7s going, Livinia held: lin 


LALTINITA. 

Stay Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature, 
The kind Conſent of our agreeing Minds, 

Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, 
And ſpeak one gentle Word to your Horat:s. 
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you Friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
The tender, ſpeechleſs Joy of Reconcilement. 
ALTAMONT. 
It cannot, ſha'not be - you muſt not hold me. 
LAVINTA. 
Look kindly then! | 
| ALTAMONT. 
Each Minute that I ſlay, 
Is a new Injury fo fair Cali/ta. 
From thy falſe Friendſhip to her Arms I'II fly; 
There, any pauſe df Love I reſt, 
Breathleis with Pliſs, upon her panting Breaſt, 
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u broken melting Accents I will ſwear, 

lenceforth to truſt my Heart with none but her; 
ratitude Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend, 
Merey, Nuxe more than paid me for my faithleſs Friend. 


kednef, [Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit; 
n. FORATIO. 
end! Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
fe. |: is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
luis wond'rous waſte of Tears, too much to give, 
thee lo an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 8 
LAVINIA. 


arn hin, 1: there not nil for Weeping ? Oh Horatio! 
Brother and a Husband were my Treaſure, 
Twas all the little Wealth that poor Lawinia 
dd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes. 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, | 
{thou ſhouldſt prove unkind to me, as Allamont, 
Whom ſhall I find to pity my Diſtreſs, 
lo have Compaſſion on a helpleſs Wanderer, 
hid give her where to lay her wretched Head ? 

HO RATIO. 
Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft Complainings? 
Tho Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
et think not I impute his Crimes to thee. 
lelk not of being forſaken, for I'll Keep thee 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happineſs. 
Fezv'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodneſs, 
ind made thee all my Portion here on Earth; 
gare thee to me, as a large amends, 
Ir Fortune, Friends, and all the World beſide, 

L AVINI A. 
Then you will love me fill, cheriſh me ever, 
nd hide me from Misfortune in your Boſom: 
ere end my Cares, nor will I loſe one Thought, 
kow we mall live, or purchaſe Food and Raintent. 
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The holy Pow'r, who clothes the ſenſeleſs Earth, 
With Woods, with Fruits, with Flow'rs and verdantGri; {M444 44-4 
Whaſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creatiah#3 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give vs, 
-HORATIO. 

From Genoa, From Falſhood and Inconſtancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant Clime we'll go, 
Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 

For Sagar but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 
LAVINIA. 

ves, I will follow thee ; forſake, for thee, 

My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho' mine's a little all; yet were it more, 

And better far, it ſhou'd be left for thee, 

And all that I wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 

So when the Merchant ſees his Veſſel loſt, 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign Coaſt, 
Gladly, for Life, the Treaſure he wou'd . 
And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. 

Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, 
But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, 


Cleavesto one faithfulPlank; and leavesthe reſtbehind. 
[ Excunt 
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ACT I SCENE 
EC I # © 


ave; 


Enter ALTAMONT, 
4 L T4 u O M 7. 
* TH what unequal Tempers are we form'd ? 
One Day the Soul, ſupine with Eaſe and Fulneſs, 
e; els ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf, 


ne Hour of Evil can return no more; 

[te next, the Spirits pall'd, and ſick of Riot, 

ſun all to Diſcord, and we hate our Beings, 

ule the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, 

nd Bitterneſs, and Anguiſh. Oh! laſt Night! 

hat has ungrateful Beauty paid me back 

Ir all that Maſs of Friendſhip which I ſquander d? 
vdneſs, Averſion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, 

hand all my Bliſs, and damp'd my Bridal Bed. 

ron as the Morning dawn'd, ſhe vanith'd from me, 
elentleſs to the gentle Call of Love. 

dere loft a Friend, and I have gain'd—a Wife! 

um not to Thought, my Brain; but let me find 

ne unfrequented Shade, there !ay me down, 

nd let forgetful Dulneſs fteal upon me, 

0foften and aſſuage this Pain of thinking. [£Zxze. 


A 88 | | Enter 
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0 


or 'twas 


Enter LoTHaR1oO 
and Cris ro. rg Sorroy 


LOTHARTIO. 

Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
Laugh in thy Eyes, and revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high, 

To light us to new Joys; nor let a Thought 


Hear th 
adly con 
he calls 1 


Thom D: 


Of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee; he 
But to a long Oblivion give thy Cares, Gohing te 
And let us melt the preſent Hour in Bliſs, en thou 
CALTET A. Ind yet | 
Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe Endearment; {Wd from 
To charm me with thy Softneſs: *tis in vain; Wn to 
Thou canſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The Hours of Felly, and of fond Delight, Art tho 
Are waſted all and fled ; thoſe that remain Fuch no 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſh, and Repentance, If Ind1gn 
I come to charge thee with a long Account, for thy u 
Of all the Sorrows I have known already, Id me 
And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me. And Wour 
LOTHARIO. pak wh 
net Caliſia] doſt thou call it Ruin, hom cu 
To love as we have done; to melt and languiſh, ou tho 
To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely Happy, ot all th 
And then be bleſt ev'n to that Wiſh's Height ? Could hay 
To die with Joy, and ftrait to live again, 
THER to gaze, and :vith tumultuous Tranſport. How h. 
CALISTA I burns not 
Oh! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it. hs now 
Tis deadly to Remembrance; let that Night, 3 
That guilty Night be blotted from the Year, if tho 
Let not the Voice of Mirth, or Muſic know it, 0 4 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no Stars 3 d 
To glitter o'er it; Jet it wiſh for Light, x 8 : 
lo be a \ 


Yet want it ſtill, and vainly wait the Dawn; g 
Fo 
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or 'twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 

ro Sorrow, to perfidious falſe Lothar. 
LOTHARTIO. h 

Hear this, ye Pow'rs! mark how the fair Deceiver 

ly complains of violated Truth; 

he calls me falſe, ev'n She, the faithleſs She, 

Thom Day and Night, whom Heav'n and Earth have 

heard 

Gohing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, 

en thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine, 

Ind yet behold, ſhe has giv'n herſelf away, 

Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another, 

Lyn to the Man whom moſt I hate on Earth. — 
CALIST A. 

Art thou ſo baſe to upbraid me with a Crime, 

yhich nothing but thy Cruelty could cauſe ? 

 Indignation, raging in my Soul, 

for thy unmanly Inſolence and Scorn, 

Urg'd me to do a Deed of Deſperation, 

And wound myſelf to be reveng'd on thee, | 

Tink whom J ſhou'd devote to Death and Hell, 

Vhom curſe, as my Undoer, but Lothario; | 

h, Hadſt thou been Juſt, not all Sciolto's Pow'r, | 

Not all the Vows and Pray'rs of ſighing Allamont, 


. 


Love 


arments, 


ntance, 


Could have prevail'd, or won me to forlake thee, 
LOTHARTO. 
1ſport, How have fail'd in Juſtice, or in Love? 
Mus not my Flame as brightly as at firſt ? 
t. WW: now my Heart beats high, I languiſh for thee, 


My Tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong my Wiſhes, 
a if thou hadit never bleſt me with thy Beauty. 
CALIST A. 

How didft thou dare to think that T would live 
\ Slave to baſe Defires, and brutal Pleaſures, 
lobe a wretched Wanton for thy Leiſure, 


Fo 0 


* 
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To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with? 
My Soul diſdains thee for ſo mean a Thought. 
LO 
The driving Storm of Paſſion will have way, 
And I muſt yield before it; wert thou calm, 
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haſt doom'd 


Vere lor 


ith, H 
Diſtrac 


Thou I 


bl 


Has yet a thouſand tender Things to plead, 15 
To charm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. wo 
Ius tor © 
Enter bebind them AL T AMO RN r. 
ALTAMONT. | 
I have loſt my Peace—Ha ! do I hve and wake!4 Oh, 4 
CALISTA. wo haſt 
Hadſt thou been true, how happy had I been? C 3 
Not Altamont, but thou hadſt been my Lord. g. 
But wherefore nam'd I Happineſs with thee? E” : 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; ore 
For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, , apt 
Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ftain'd, - 7 2 
My Honor loſt to thee ; for thee it haunts me, 3 
With ſtern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me; io 
With Alamont complaining for his Wrongs —— 3 
ALTAMONT. Bf 
Behold him here —— [Coming fore.a ll [Sho | 
CALIST A. | þ 
Ah! [ S{ art; "3 ” 
ILT. 
The Wretch! whom thou hat mad a: 
Curſes and Sorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, f 1 
And Vengeance is the only Good is left. [ Drauiig 
LOTHARIO, - 

Thou haſt ta'en me ſomewhat unawares, tis trueg 0! ch 
But Love and War take turns like Day and Night, ”y | 3 
And little Preparation ſerves my turn, "Hah 

i ough 


Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. RY þ 
Ve 4 
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tere long been Foes, this Moment ends our Quarrel; 
ith, Heav'n, and fair Caliſta judge the Combat. 
CALISTA. 
Dikraction! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and Death! 
ALTAMONT. - 

Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy Breath is Poiſon 

to me, 
: taints the ambient Air; this for my Father, 
This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont. 

[They fight ; Lothario is awounded once or tavice, 
and then falls, 
LOTHARIO. 
0h, Aliamont! thy Genius is the ſtronger, 
ſhou haſt prevail'd !—My fierce, ambitious Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
ſt let not this Advantage ſwell thy Pride, 
[conquer'd in my turn, in Love I triumph'd : 
Thoſe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Fate; 
ſat ſweet Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts 
Korns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Dies. 
CA4LISTA. 

and what remains for me, beſet with Shame, 
tompaſs'd round with Wretchedneſs? There is 
"i his one way, to break the Toil, and 'ſcape. 
She catches up Lothario's Sword, and offers to kill 

herſelf; Altamont runs to her, and wre/?; 14 


3 


7 | From her, 
aſt mad ALTAMONT. 
4 What means thy frantic Rage? 
3 CALISTA. 
| Off ! let me go. 
is truef ALTAMONT. 
right, { Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me: yet ſtill, 
ul art thou here! and my Soul ftarts with Horror, 
bought of any Danger that may reach thee. 
. C ; * 


CA. 
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CA LISA 
Think'ſt thou I mean to live ? to be forgiv'n 1 0 
Oh! thou haſt known but little of Caliſſa; nd Juſt 


If thou hadſt never heard my Shame, if only 
The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had "x it, 
I wou'd not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
But dig down deep to find a Grave beneath, 
And hide me from their Beams. 
SCIOLTO within. 

Waat ho! my Wh 

ALT. | 
Tt is Scio/to calls; come near and find me, 


Tho wretched'ſt J hing of all my Kind on Earth. 


zus let 
nd cut t. 


Stay th. 
Dr turn th 
it out tt 
0 ſhall m 
die, for 


CAL. No, AI 
Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my Father! 1 
tall neve 
Madneſs ! Confuſion! let the Storm come on, r 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me, " 1 
Daſh my devoted Bark; ye Surges, break it; sl yes 
*Tis for my Ruin that the Tempeſt riſes. ke The 


When I am loſt, ſunk to the Bottom low, 


Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again, 4 ag 
Enter SC10L T0. echearf 
| In Thee, 
SCIO LTO. | ir being; 

Ev'n now Reſano leap'd the Garden Walls — WM. 
Ha! Death has been among you-—Oh my Fears! ken nc 
Laſt Night thou hadſt a Diff rence with thy Friend member 
The Cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one: Fil that 
Didſt thou not wrong the Man who told thee Trutiy 4 blood 
Anſwer me quick Wte thy 

1 M ONT. 

Oh ! preſs me not to ſpeak, ave eT n 
Ev'n now my Heart is breaking, and the mention & et be 
Will lay me dead before you; ſee that Body, n 
And gueſs my Shame! my Ruin! oh Calida unk thou 


SCIOL 
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S$CTIOETO:- 
vn: t is enough! but I am flow to execute 
Ind Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hand; 
: us let me wipe Diſhonor from my Name, 
a it, Na cut thee from the Earth, thou Stain to Goodneſs 
Offers to kill Caliſta, Altamont Hold, him. 
3 ALTAMONT. 


Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh Father, ſtay, 
r turn the Point on me, and thro' my Breaſt 
t out the bloody Paſſage to Caliſta; 
(ſhall my Love be perfect, while for her 
die, for whom alone I wiſh'd to hve. 
CALIST A. 
No, Altamont! my Heart, that ſcorn'd thy Love, 


my Soo 


Zarth. 8 


rp? all never be indebted to thy Pity; 
n, bus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 
, il l have ſomething of Scioto's Virtue. 
tz &! yes, my Father I applaud thy Juſtice, 
e home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow, 
merciful, and free me from my Pain, 
b ſharp, tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe 
e chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heav'n, and Thee, 
'n Thee, thou venerable good old Man, 
being Author of a Wretch like me. 
es: ALTAMONT, 
y Fear liten not to the Wildneſs of her Raving. 
y Friend member Nature! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
4 le that Hand, ſo juſt, ſo great in Arms, 
ee Trum Blood wou'd reſt upon thee to Poſterity, 
late thy Name, and ſully all thy Wars. 
CALIST A. 
£ Hare I not wrong'd his gentle Nature much? 
ages et behold him pleading for my Life. 
as N as thou art to Virtue, Oh Caliſta 
a! ink thou canſt not bear to be outdone ; 
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Then haſte to die, and be obizgd no more. 
SCIO LTO. 

Thy pious Care has giv'n me time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a Crime; then reſt, my Swot 
To Honor have I kept thee ever ſacred, 

Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh Revenge: 
But, mark me well, I will have Juſtice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpuniſh'd, 
T will ſee Juſtice executed on thee, 

Ey'n to a Roman Strictneſs; and thou, Nature, 
Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead it within me, 
Be ftill, thy tender Strugglings are in vain, 

CALIST JA. | 

Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your Triumph 
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraiding 
Daily to be reproach'd, and have my Miſery 
At Morn, at Noon, and Night told over to me, 
Lei my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 

And grant a Moment's Interval of Peace; 

Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father? 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 
SC. 

Hence from my Sight, thy Father cannot bear thee 
Fly with thy Infamy to ſome dark Cell, 

Where on the Confines of eternal Night, 

Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiſh dwell; 

Where ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head, 

And Death and Hell deteſted Rule maintain; 

There howl out the Remainder of thy Life, 

And wiſh thy Name may be no more remember'd, 
CALISTA. 

Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal Place, 
And be more curſt than you can wiſh I were; 
This fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 
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aling, and Tears, and Hardſhip ſhall deſtroy; 
or Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know, 
or ought that may continue hated Life. 


es Then when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
retch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
n that cold Earth I mean ſhall be my Grave, 
chaps you may relent, and ſighing ſay, | 
| length her Tears have waſh'd her Stains away, 
; it length 'tis time her Puniſhment ſhould ceaſe; 
| Die thou, poor ſuff ring Wretch, and be at Peace. 
i [Exit Caliſta, 
a CIO LTO. 
Who of my Servants wait there? 
[r1umph Enter two or three Servants. 
raiding 
71 On your Lives 
b. [ike care my Doors be guarded well that none 
is out, or enter, but by my Appointment. 
| [Exeunt Servants? 
ALTAMONT. 
There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
t blazes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction : 
ear thee MF!) Father, I am ſick of many Sorrows, 
In now my eaſy Heart is breaking with 'em, 
| ſet, above all, one Fear diſtracts me moſt, - 
dwell; emble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 
ead, 1 the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 
1; PEG ET-O; 
bs Halt thou not read what brave Virginius did? 
mber'd, i his own Hand he ſlew his only Daughter, 
0 fave her from the fierce Decemvir's Luſt, 
: e le her yet unſpotted, to prevent 
re; de shame which ſhe might know. Then what ſnou d 
I do? 
BY : 


at thou haſt ty'd my 8 wo not kill her 3 
Vor. I. | Ye 
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Yet by the Ruin ſhe has brought upon us, WW [cov 
The common Infamy that brands us both, And v 
She ſha' not ſcape. | And be 
II. Iwill! 

You mean that ſhe ſhall die then? WM 5 full, 

SCIOLTO. To join 


Ask me not what, nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is Anarchy and Uproar. 
Oh Altamont! what a vaſt Scheme of Joy 
Has this one Day deſtroy'd! Well did I hope 
This Daughter would have bleſt my latter Days, 
That I ſhou'd live to fee you the World's Wonder; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you 


There 
A diſma 


While I, from buſy Life and Care ſet free, The Sto 
Had ſpent the Evening of my Age at home, After the 
Among a little prattling Race of yours : Jl 0d ic 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then Por I an 
Lain down and flept in Peace, Inſtead of this, Ge kind 
Sorrow and Shame mult bring me to my Grave; Love was 
Oh damn her, damn her! Now that 
and long: 
Enter a Servant. 
SERY ANT. ; 
Arm yourſelf, my Lord; , 14 
Noſſano, who but now eſcap'd the Garden, | 5 
Has gather'd in the Street a Band of -Rioters, |} 
Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Rub F ly, ſw: 
Unleſs Lothario be return'd in Safety. - loſe y 
SCITOLTO. - + men 
By Heav'n, their Fury riſes to my Wiſh, * Lawii 
Nor ſhall Misfortune know my Houſe alone, Id] ſhall 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, ſhall pay me, 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curft with. | Art th 
I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, lold . 


As any in the State; all mall be ſummon'd : 
3 6 
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| know that all will join their Hands to ours, 

and vindicate thy Vengeance. Raiſe the Body, 
and bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
Iwill have Blood for Ranſom : When dur Force 
I; full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword, 
To join with us, and ſacrifice to Juſtice. 


5 [ Exit Sciolto. 
[The Body of Lothario is carried of by Servants. 


then? 


Manet ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 

There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, 
A diſmal ſullen Stillneſs, that ſucceeds | 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like filent Death, 

\ker the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 

Wou'd it were Death, as ſure tis wond'rous like it, 

for I am ſick of Living, my Soul's pall'd, | 

de kindles not with Anger or Revenge: 

Love was th' informing, active Fire within, 

Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
and longs to mingle with its kindred Earth. 
[4 tumultuous Neife with claſhing of Swords 

as at alittle diſtance. | 


ber LAVINIA Rvith tau Servants, their Swords drawn. 


LAFYINTA. 


8 Ruf F, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatio's Aid, 
cs or loſe your vain officious Cares on me; 
ling me my Lord, my Husband to my Arms; 
le i Lavinia's Life, bring him me ſafe, 
| and I ſhall be at eafe, be well and happy. 
_ 5 F Exeunt Servants. 
Haney ALTAMONT. 
with. Int thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 
5 poten» aud wrong thy poor, defenceleſs Innocence, 
d . 1 O 2 And 
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And leave ſuch Marks of more than ſavage Fury? 
LAVINTI A. 

My Brother! O my Heart is full of Fears; 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds. 
Not far from hence, as paſling to the Port, 

By a mad Multitude we were ſurrounded, 

Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 

And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lothario. 

My Lord, with ready Boldneſs, ſtood the Shock, 

To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vain, 

Had not a Party from Sciolto's Palace, 

Ruſh'd out and ſnatch'd me from amidſt the Fray, 
| ALTAMONT. | 

What of my Friend? X 

LAFVINIA. 
Ha! by my Joys 'tis he, 
[ Looking out 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe ! _— 


Enter HoRxR Ar fo, with two or three Servant, 
their Sabords drawn. 


SEN „ 

"Twere at the utmoſt Hazard of your Life 
To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger; 
Their Number trebles ours. 

HORATIO. . 

No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that Traitor. 
My honeſt Soul is mad with Indignation, 
To think her Plainneſs could be ſo abus'd, 
As to miſtake that Wretch, and call him Friend; 
I cannot bear the Sight. 
ALTAMONT. 
Open thou Earth, 


| Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark —_—_ 
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To hide me from Horatio. 
HORATIO. 
| Oh Lawnia! 
gelieve not but J joy to ſee thee ſafe: 
Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us hither; 
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I cou'd ev'n wiſh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shore, than ſav'd on this. 


LAVINITA. 
Oh, let us bleſs the Mercy that preſerv'd us, 


That gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
Offer Forgiveneſs too; be thou like Heav'n, 

And put away th' Offences of thy Friend, 

Far, far from thy Remembrance. 


ALTAMONT. 


I have mark'd him, 


ro ſee if one forgiving Glance ſtole hither, 


If any Spark of Friendſhip were alive, 

That wou'd by Sympathy, at meeting glow, 

And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew; 

Tis loſt, *tis gone, his Soul is quite eſtrang'd, 

And knows me for its Counter-part no more. 
"HOR AT IO | 

Thou know'ſt thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio, 

Nor canſt thou ask in vain, command in vain, 

Where Nature, Reaſon, nay, where Love is Judge; 

but when you urge my Temper, to comply 


ich what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 


LAVINITA. 

Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy Hate? 
t was not in thy Nature to be thus; 
(ome put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful : 
Bo gay again, and know the Joys of Friendſhip, 
The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs, 

lhe double Joys, where each is glad for both; 

O 3 Friendſhip, 
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Friendſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength 


Secure againſt ill Fortune, and the World. 
| HORATITIO. 
Iam not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive; but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and rouſes my Reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature 
1 own I cannot eaſily forgive it. | 
ALTAMONT. 
Thou haſt forgot me. | 
HORN 
No, 
ALTAMONT. 
| Why are thy Eyes 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and fierce ! 
HORATTO, 
Becauſe they ſpeak the Meaning of my Heatt, 
B: cauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a Villain, 
| ALT AMONT.: 
J have wrong'd thee much, Herato, 


HORATIO, 


| | True, thou haſt; 
When ] forget it, may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe prefidious Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Brizzh Husband. 


ALT AMONT. 


I've wrong d thee much, andHeav'n has well aveng di 


I have not, ſince we parted, been at Peace, 


Nor known one Joy ſincere; our broken Friendſhip 


Purſu'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love. 


Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold wit 


Horror. 
Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me dos 


Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame, have torn my _ | 
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They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 
And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year, 
LAVINTA. 
80 Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
Toloſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſs, 
Ind have their Odors ſtifled in the Duſt : 
(anſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? 
Canſt thou behold thy Alamont undone ? 
That gentle, that dear Youth ? canſt thou behold him » 
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Viſage, 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ſtand unmoy'd ? 
 HORATIO. 
The Brave and Wife 1 pity in Misfortune, 
But when Ingratitude and Folly ſuffers, 
Tis Weaknels to be touch'd. 
ALTAMONT. 
| ] wo'not ask thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confeſs, 
This Scorn, this Inſolence of Hate is juft ; 
Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee. 
[But oh! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding Softneſs in my Heart 
loud ne'er have ſtood it cut, but I had ran, 
Vith ſtreaming Eyes and open Arms, upon thee, 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe! 
AHORAT 1O. 
I muſt hear no more, 
The Wed! is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 
and be a tame fond Wretch. 
LAVINIA. 
Where wou'dſt thou go? 
ou dſt thou part thus? You ſha'not, tis impoſlible 5 
for | will bar thy Paſſage, kneeling thus: 
trhaps thy cruel Hand may ſpurn me off, 
Ji I will throw my Body in thy way, 
.O 4 And 
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And thou ſhalt trample o'er my faithful Boſom, 


Tread on me, wound me, kill me ere thou paſs, By H 
ALTAMONT. \ 

Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia, feel th 

J have enough to rid me of my Pain. | it not 
Caliſſa, thou hadſt reach'd my Heart before; That all 
To make all ſure, my Friend repeats the Blow : And the 
But in the Grave our Cares ſhall be forgotten, Give me 
There Love and Friendſhip ceaſe. | Tal nd hel 

[Lavinia runs to him, and endeawvour: to raiſe hin 
LAVYINIA. 

Speak to me, Alam Think n. 

He faints! he dies ! Now turn and ſee thy Triumph wenn fic 
My Brother ! but our Cares ſhall end together; And whe 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, ne Be: 
Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then ſhare it with thee, Nell fx 
And never ſee my cruel Lord again. INell cur 
Horatio runs to Altamont, and raiſes him in his Ami Ind mou 


HORATTIO. 


It 1s too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont! 
My ſtubborn, unrelenting Heart has kill'd him. 
Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou liv'ſt. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentleneſs too far; [ He revint) 
Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me; 

A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; 
I cannot ſpeak—T love! forgive ! and pity thee.— 
ALTAMONT. 

I thought that nothing could have ſtay'd my Soul, 
That long ere this her Flight had reach'd the Stars; 
But thy known Voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinks I fain wou'd ſet all right with thee, 
Make up this moſt unlucky Breach, and then, 
With thine and Heav'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, | 
Shrink to my Grave, and be at caſe for ever. 


HOR ATI 
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m, HORATTO. 
daſs, By Heavin my Heart bleeds for thee; ev'n this 
Moment, 
feel thy Pangs of diſappointed Love. 
|; it not pity that this Youth ſhould fail, 
„ That all his wond'rous Goodneſs ſhou'd be loft, 


v: And the World never know it? Oh, my Altamont! 
N Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear em for thee, 

Tal and ſhelter thee from Ruin. 
raiſe hin LAFVINTI A. 


Oh my Brother! 
Alton WMThink not but we will ſhare in all thy Woes, 
Triumph well fit all Day, and tell ſad Tales of Love: 
r; And when we light upon ſome faithleſs Woman, 
dome Beauty, like Casiſtia, falſe and fair, 


1 thee, ell fx our Grief, and our Complaining there; 

well curſe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on, 
hit Amn nd mourn the Vouth that was like thee undone. 

| Excunt. 
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II. 
1 45 Chide Caliſta for Delay, | 
uo 15 Tell her "tis for her, you ſlay; 
5 5 Bid her die, and come away. 


dee the Sexton with his Spade, 
See the Grave already made; 

| Liſten, Fair One, to thy Knell, 
This Mufic is thy paſſing Bell. 


othario CALIST A. 

ble, ui Tis well! theſe Sclemn Sounds, this Pomp of Horror, 

Lad Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul; 

here's room for Meditation ev'n to Madneſs, 

Till the Mind burſt with Thinking. This dull Flame 

Sleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 

To tell me ſomething ; for Inſtruction then 

fe teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 

And Penitence; —Isit become an Art then? 

A Trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownmen 

an teach us to do over? I'll no more on't; 
[Throwing away the Book, 

[have more real Anguiſh in my Heart, 

Than all their Pedant Diſcipline e'er knew. 

What Charnel has been rifled for theſe Bones? 

Fj | this is Pageantry ;—they look uncoothly. 

But what of that? If he or ſhe that own'd 'em, 

fe from Diſquiet fit, and ſmile to ſee 

The Farce their miſerable Relicts play. 

but here's a Sight is terrible indeed; 

þ this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario, 

That dear Perfidious—Ah! —how pale he looks! 

wow grim with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead Eyes! 

ucend, ye Ghoſts, fantaftic Forms of Night 

hall your diff rent dreadful Shapes aſcend 
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And match the preſent Horror, if you can. pere li. 


Enter 8e ro. Why, 0 


S CIO T T0. 


This Dead of Night, this ſilent Hour of Darkneſ, 3 
Nature for Reſt ordain'd, and ſoft Repoſe; — O08 
And yet Diſtraction, and tumultuous Jars, Was thi: 
Keep all our frighted Citizens awake: Fall d up 
The Senate, weak, divided and irreſolute, HOW 
Want Pow'r to ſuccour the afflicted State. : 
Vainly in Words and long Debates they're Wiſe, Hadſt 
While the fierce Factions ſcorn their peaceful Orders , 
And drown the Voice of Law in Noiſe and Anarchy Put of t 
Amidſt the general Wreck, ſee where ſhe ſtands, | Beyond 

[ Pointing to Caliſta] Hal, tl 
Like Helen, in the Night when Troy was ſack'd, | 
Spectatreſs of the Miſchief which ſhe made. [ have 
| CAL. 

It is Sciolto ] be thyſelf, my Soul; Ha! 
Be ſtrong to bear his fatal Indignation, Tis not 
That he may ſee thou art not loſt ſo far, The Pon 
But ſomewhat ſtill of his great Spirit lives That car 
In the forlorn Cali//a. Rake bh 

SCIOLTO. but whe! 
'Thou wert once Hat tho 
My Daughter. How thy 

CAL | 
| Happy were it I had dy'd, I've ty 
And never loſt that Name. Where f 
S640 | Therefor 
That's ſomething yet, and long 

Thou wert the very Darling of my Age ; 

I thought the Day too ſhort to gaze upon thee, Tis ju 
That all the Bleſſings I cou'd gather for thee, That dw 
By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'n, Was Mi 
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Were little for my Fondneſs to beſtow ; 
Why, didſt thou turn to Folly then and curſe me? 
CALISTA. | 
Becauſe my Soul was rudely drawn from yours; 
A poor imperfe& Copy of my Father, 
Where Goodneſs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void 
Fill'd up with light Belief, and eaſy Fondneſs; 
t was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a Woman. 
| SCIOLTO, 
Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a Che- 
bin: | 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loſt, 
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haſt, thou e'er dar'd to meditate on Death ? 
CALIST A. 
I have, as on the End of Shame and Sorrow. 
SCIOLTO. 
Ha! anſwer me! ſay, haſt thou coolly thought, 
'Tis not the Stoic's Leſſons got by, Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertations, 
That can ſuſtain thee in that Hour of Terror: 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Trial comes, they ſtart, and ſtand aghaſt, 
Hat thou conſider'd what may happen after it ? 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to anſwer ? 
CALIST A. 
I've turn'd my Eyes inward upon myſelf, 
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all waſte; 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 
and longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. 
SCIOLT.O. 
Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breaſts, when Rome 


Was Miſtreſs of the World. I wou'd go on, 
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And tell thee all my Purpoſe, but it ſticks 
Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Way. 
C 
Then ſpare the Telling, if it be a Pain, 
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here. 
S CIO TT. 
Oh ! truly gueſs'd--ſectt thou this trembling Hand 


Holding up a Dales 
and thrice the ſlak' ning d. 


Thrice Juſtice urg'd 
news 

Forgot their Office, and confeſt the Father; 

At length the ſtubborn Virtue has prevail'd ; 

It muſt, it muſt be ſo Oh! take it then, 


And know thereft untaught. 
CALIS TA. 
J underſtand you, 
It is but thus, and both are ſatisfy d. 


[She offers to kill herſelf, Sciolto catches ali 


her Arm. 
SCIOLT 0. 

A Moment, give me yet a Moment's ſpace, 
The ſtern, the rigid Judge has been obey'd ; 
Now Nature, and the Father, claim their Turns 
I've held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 

And put oft ev'ry tender, human Thought, 
To doom my Child to Death ; but ſpare my Eye: 
The muſt unnatural Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 


And my old Brain ſplit, and grow mad with Horror 


CALIS FTA. 
Ha! Is it poſſible ? and is there yet 
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs 
For poor, undone Calißa, in your Heart? 
N SCIOLTO. 
Oh ! when I think what Pleaſure I took in thee, 


ha 


. . 1 * 
[ Giving te Dagge 


What ]). 
Thy ſpr 
How 1 h 
Then li! 
By my f 
could 
For mak 
Thou ar 


Thus let 


Weep ON 
Oh! 'tis 
Tais Par 
Mortens 


Ere little 


Wou'c 


That! 
Death is 
And Life 
Thither t 
fly for R 
Come the 


Thou m 
Charm'd 


More the 


And ſung 


I'm ſu; 
There 1s 
That tell 
If it be! 
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What Joys thou gav'ſt me in thy prattling Infancy, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
How I have ſtood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 
Then lifted up my Hands, and wondring bleſt thee ; 
by my ſtrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
[could curſe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honor, 
for making me thy Father, and thy Judge ; 
Thou art my Daughter full, 
CALIST A. 

For that kind Word, 


I Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth; 


Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodneſ: ; 
Oh! 'tis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Parricide, that murders with her Crimes, 
Shortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 
Ere little more than half his Years be number'd, 
| SCLOLTO: 
Wou'd it were otherwiſe—but thou muſt die. 
CALISTA. 
That I muſt die! it is my only Comfort; 
Death is the Privilege of Human Nature, 
and Life without it were not worth our taking; 
Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mourner, 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. 
(ome then, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 
Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my Father's Pity and Forgiveneſs, 


[bore than if Angels tun'd their Golden Viols, 


and ſung a Reguiem to my parting Soul, 
FETO ET 
Im ſummon'd hence, ere this my Friends expect me? 
There is I know not what of ſad Preſage, 
That tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee more ; 
If it be ſo, this is our laſt Farewel, 


and theſe the — Pangs, which Nature feels 
When 
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When Anguiſh rends the Heart-ftrings 
Daughter! 

CALIS TA. 
Now think, thou curſt Caliſa, now behold 
The Deſolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head; 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfe& Natures 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict Inquiry for Offences, 
But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray'r : 
Cheap Recompence ! here *twou'd not be receiv'd, 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 
And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution. 
And ſee another injur'd Wretch is come, 
To call for Juſtice from my tardy Hand. 


Oh! m 
[Exit Sciolto 


Enter ALTAMONT. 
ALTAMONT. 


Hail to you Horrors! hail thou Houſe of Death 


And thou the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, 


Whoſe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkneſs ; 


And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh ! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee, 
Ill number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 
And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry. 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. 
| C ALIS - TR 
I know thee well, thou art the injur'd Allamont, 


Thou com'ſt to urge me with the Wrongs I've done 


thee; | 
But know I ſtand upon the Brink of Life, 
And in a Moment mean to ſet me free 


From Shame, and thy Upbraiding« 


ALT As 


Doſt tho 


r murn 


orgor t! 
[And Fon 


[| bore m 
ks holy 
Nor thou 


oh! che: 


To wiſh! 
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Then 
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—Oh! m 
t SCiolto 


ALTAMONT, | 
Falſly, falſly 
Not thou accuſe me; when did I complain, 
0: murmur at my Fate? For thee I have 
orgot the Temper of 7a/ran Husbands, 
und Fondneſs has prevail'd upon Revenge; 


'N | bore my load of Infamy with Patience, 
b aturee i; holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'n, 
"_ Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee : 
0h! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loſs, 
8 ſo w ih ſome better Fate had rul'd our Loves, 
ys, ind that Caliſta had been mine, and true. 
on GAEIST A - - 

Oh, Altamont ! tis hard for Souls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amils; 
butoh ! behold my proud, diſdainful Heart, 
bends to thy gentler Virtue; yes, I own 
duch is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs, and Love, 

| ich are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, 

Death What were I not abandon'd to Deſtruction, 

Vith tnee I might have liv'd, for Ages bleſt, 

Jarkneſs nd dy'd in Peace within thy faithful Arms. 
| | ALTAMONT. 

Then Happineſs is ſtill within our reach; 

ear; ere let Remembrance loſe our paſt Misfortunes, 

Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story ; 

oth. lere let our Joys begin, from hence go on 

| n long ſucceſſive Order. 

— I | CALISTH 

ve done What! in Death? 
: ALTAMONT. 


Then art thou fix'd to die—But be it ſo, 
Vell go together, my advent'rous Love 
hall follow thee to thoſe uncertain Beings; 


2 74. Whether our lifeleſs Shades are doom'd to wander 
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In gloomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghoſts; 6 
Or whether thro' the upper Air we fleet, je that 


And tread the Fields of Light, ſtill III purſue thee, ſie Dea 
Till Fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. and ac 
CALISTA. 13 

Oh no! Heav'n has ſome better Lot in ſtore 1 K 
To crown thee with ; live, and be happy long; 7 , 85 
Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſerve thy Goodneſs, i. 


Some kind unpractis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liſten'd to the falſe Ones of thy Sex, 

Nor known the Arts of ours; ſhe ſhall reward thee, | 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, : 
Charm thee with Sweetneſs, Beauty, and with Truth 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. ; 


Euter HoRamT1o. = 
but to t. 


HORAT1O. W (4: 
Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable Pair, 5 = 
For now the Meaſure of your Woes is full. 3 
ALTAMONT. 
What doſt thou mean, Horatio? ee franti 
"HORATIO. lass breat 


Oh! 'tis dreadful ; 
The great, the good Sciolio dies this Moment. 


nd epide! 
Enter 8 


CALFIST AH. 
My Father ! = 
| ALTAMONT. 
That's a deadly Stroke indeed. | 

| HORATIO. Nel may” 
Not long ago he privately went forth, 1 vital 0 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden ; apo 
T heard which way he took, and ftrait purſu'd him, 7 al 
But found him compaſs'd by Lethario's Faction; i = 
Almoft alone, amidit a Crowd of Foes ! & vp you 


Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them * 8 
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F re that his frantic Valor had provok'd 
Ys: e Death he ſeem'd to with for from their Swords, 
: CALIST A. 

And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth? 
| Dot thou not labor with my murd'rous Weight:? 
: Ind you, ye glitt'ring Heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 
55 ide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 
neſs, Fo] 2m all Contagion, Death and Ruin, 

Ind Nature fickens at me; reſt, thou World, 
2 this tis Parricide ſhall be thy Plague no more; 


Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. [Stabs herſelf. 
. 
Ch! fatal Raſhneſs! 
A 2 Ef ON w_ 
Ion doſt inſtruct me well; to lengthen Life, 
bbut to trifle now. 
[Altamont tra to Vill himſelf; Horatio prevents 
him, and æurefis tis Sevord from him, 
HORATIO. 
Ha ! what means 
The frantic Aliamont? Some Foe to Man, 
las breath'd on ev'Ty Breaſt contagious Fury, 


h Truth 


fal: udepidemic Madneſs, 

5 Lei sc ioo, pale and bloody, ſupported by 
J Servants, 
b CALIST 4. 

ed. Oh, my Heart! 


Fell may'ſt thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed 

Iby vital Stream is waſted, and runs low. 

ily ng er! will you now at laſt forgive me, 

him, | af all my Crimes, and all your Suff'rings, 

all you once again by that dear Name? 

1 | you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide Wounds, 
t up your Hand, and blels f * ere I go 
Down 
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Down to my dark Abode? 

SCIOLTO. 

Alas! my Daughter ? 

Thou haſt raſhly ventur'd in a — mh, 
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and lof 
But ſure thou'ſt borne thy part in all the Anguih, | 
And ſmarted with the Pain; then reſt in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And fave thee from the Malice of Poſterity ; | 
And may'ſt thou find with Heav'n the ſame Forgivenef 
As with thy Father here. — Die, and be happy. 

CALIST A. 

Celeſtial Sounds ! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 
And ev'ry Pain grows leſs Oh! gentle Altamont] 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone, 

But pity me Had I but early known 

Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man, 
We had been happier both: Now tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold thee, 
Thou art their laſt dear Object. Mercy, Heav'n 
Ne ait 


0 thee, 
ſhile I p1 
And find 1 


The Ste 
Ind bend 
Raiſe him 
y ſuch E. 
The Sorre 
Death, 01 
he injur 
you WC 
et Virtue 


Cold! dead and cold] and yet thou art not chang 
But lovely ſtill! Hadſt thou a thouſand Faults, 
What Heart ſo hard, what Virtue ſo ſevere, 

But at that Beauty muſt of Force relented, 
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Forgiveneſs? 
SCIOLTO. 

Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object; Altaniont, 
Come near, and let me bleſs thee ere I die. | 
To thee, and brave Horatio I bequeath 
My Fortunes. — Lay me by thy noble Father, 
And love my Mem'ry as thou haſt done his, * 
For thou haſt been my Son. Oh! gracious Heavn 
Thou that haſt endleſs Bleſſings ſtill in ſtore, | 


ir Virtue, and for filial Piety | 
et Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 
ut multiply thy Mercies on his Head; 


Lt Honor, Greatneſs, Goodneſs till be with him, 


iter ? id Peace in all his Ways. [He dies, 


ALTA MONT. 
Land oh Take, take it all ; 
guith, 0 thee, Horatio, J reſign the Gift, 
Tm ſhile I purſue my Father and my Love, 
And find my only Portion in the Grave. 
rg1vene i | 2922710. 
W The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth, 
PPS. ud bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. 
Soul, Riſe him, and bear him in. [Altamont 7s carried off. 
Alun ſuch Examples are we taught to prove, 
a The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love; 
= Jeath, or ſome worſe Misfortunes, ſoon divide 
g Man, be injur d Bridegroom from his guilty Bride: 
too late, vou would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 
nee, e hirtue be the Bond that ties it faſt, 
Heav'nl [ Exeunt omnes. 
[ She dil 
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E PILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. B RACE GIRDLE, whq 


play'd Lavinia. 


FOU fee the tripping Dame could find nd Favor, 
Dearly /he paid for Breach of good Behbawior, 
Nor could her lowing Husbana"s Fonaneſs ſade her, 
Italian Ladies lead but ſcuræiy Liaues, 
There's dreadful dealing auithb eloping Wives ; 
Thus "tis, becauſe theſe Huſbands are obey'd 


By Force of Laws, which for themſelves they made, 


With Tales of old Preſcriptions they confine 

The Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And 210. and domineer, by Right Divine. 

Had wwe the Pow'r, abe d mate the Tyrants kngw 
What tis to fail in Duties which they oxwe ; 
IFed teach the faut'ring Squire, who lowes t9 roam, 
Forgetful of his own dear Spouſe at home, 

I ho ſnores at Night ſupinely by her Side, 

* Teevas not for this the nuptial Knot was ty'd. 

T he plodding Petty-fogger, and the Cit, 

Have learn d at leaſt this modern avay of Mit: 
Each ill-bred ſenſeleſs Rogue, tho ne er ſo dull, 
Has th Impudence to think his Wife a Fool; 

He ſpends the Night, avhere merry Wags reſort, 
With jokiag Clubs, and Eighteen-penny Port; 
While ſhe poor Souls contented to regale, 

By a jad Sea-coal Tire, ewvith Wigs and Ale. 

Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace, 
Aud fil, an abfent Husband's empty Place: 
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ind all / 


EPO ou DE 


V jou au Cer bring Conſtancy in Faſhion, 

In Men muſl firſt begin the Reformation. 

Ther ſhall the golden Age of Love return, 

No Turtle for her ewand"ring Mate all mourn, 
% foreign Charms fhall cauſe domeſtic Strife, 

But e married Man ſhall toaſt his Wife ; 
Phillis all not be to the Country ſent, 

fir Carnivals in Town to keep a tedious Lent: 
Ianpoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious Scandal die, 


{rl all ſhall Iive in Peace, like my good Man and I. 
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To the Right Honorable 


1b NE V Lord GO DOLPHIN, 


Lord High-Treaſurer of England, and Knight 
of the nfl Noble Order of the Garter. 


My Lop, 
Y F thoſeCaresin winch the Service 
of a great QUEEN, and the 


juſtly engag'd Your Long 
would allow any Leiſure to run 
back and remember thoſe Arts 
ind Studies, which were once the Grace and 
Entertainment of Your Lordſhip's Youth; 
have Preſumption enough to hope, that 
this Tragedy may, ſome time or other, find 
n Hour to divert Your Lordſhip. Poetry, 
which was ſo venerable to former Ages, as 
þ | £2 in 
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DED To N. 

in many Places to make a Part of their Re 
ligious Worſhip, and every where to be hy 
in the higheſt Honor and Eſteem, has miſe 
rably languiſh? d and been deſpis? d. for want 
of that Favor and Protection which ; is foung 
in the famous Auſtin Age. Since then n, if 
Ry be aſſerted, without any Partiality t. 
the preſent Time, it never had a fairer Pro- 
ſpect of liſting up its Head, and returning to 
its former Reputation, than now: And "the 
beit Reaſon can be given for it, is, that it] 
ſcems to have a particular Hope from, and 

Dependance upon Your Lordſhip, and to 
expect all juſt Encouragement, when thoſe] 
Great Men, who have the Power to protect it, 
have ſo delicate and polite a Taſte and Under 
ſtanding of its true Value, The reſtoring 


and preſerving any Part of Learning, is ſo 
generous an Action in itſelf, that it natu- 
rally falls into Your Lordſhip's Province, 
_ every thing that may terve to improve] 

he Mind, has a Right to the Patronage ob 
10 great and univerſal] a Genius for Know ö 
ledge as Your Lordſhip's. It is indeed af 
Piece of good Fortune, upon which I cannot 
help congratulating the preſent Age, that 
there is 75 great a Man at a Time when 
there is ſo great an Occaſion for him. The 
Diviſions which Tour Lordſhip has heal'd, 
the Temper which You have reſtor'd to 


our Councils, and that indefatigable po ; 
an 


that or 
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nd Diligence which You have us'd in 
relerving our Peace at home, are Benefits 
b virtuouſly and fo ſcaſonably conferr'd 
won Your Country, as fhall draw the 
raiſes of all wiſe Mien, and the Bleſſings 
j all good IVien upon your Lordihip's 
Name. And when thoſe unreaſonable Feuds 
nd Animoſities, which keep Faction alive, 
hall be bury'd in filence and forgotten, 
hat great public Good ſhall be univerſally 
cknowledg'd, as the happy Effect of Your 
Loldſhip's moſt equal Temper and right 


e „ Underſtanding. That this glorious End 
N PE my very ſuddenly ſucceed to Your Lord- 
Under hip's Candor and generous Endeavors after 


t muſt be the with of every good Eugliſb- 
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Spoken by Mr. BETTERTOx. a 

| Nap T 071 

| Pon Rec 

TO Net, in Honor of the marry'd Life, Und reſtl, 
Our Author treats you with a wirtuous Witt : duch are 

A Lady, who, for Twenty Years, auithſtood FOI 
The preſſing Inflances of Fleſh and Blood; FIR 
Her Husband, fill a Man of Senſe reputed, Still be 
( Unlejs this Tale his Wiſdom hawe confuted, ) Ve be. 


Jo meet 


May yoi 
And pay 


Left her at ripe Eighteen, to ſeek Renown, 

And battle for a Harlot at Troy Town ; 

To fill bis Place, freſh Lowers came in Shoals, 
Much ſuch as noab-a days are Cupid's Tools. 
Some Men of Wit, but the m:ft part were Fools. 
They ſent her Billets-doux, and Preſents many, 
M ancient Tea and Thericlean China; 
Rail'd at the Gods, toaſted her o er and ver, ö 
Dreſs'd at Her, danc d, and fought, and ſigh' d, and fury 
Ii joort, did all that Men could da to hae her, : 
And damn'd themſelves to get into her Favor; 

But all in vain, the virtuous Dame flood Fuff, 

And let em know that ſhe was Coxcomb Proof; 
Meſlieurs the Beaux, what think you of the Matter? 
Don't you believe old Homer gia/n to flatter ? 
When you approach, and preſſing the ſift Hand, 
Facwors, ewwith well-bred Impudence, demand f 
ds it in Waman's I cadueſs to withſtand ? 


Cal 


PR OL OG UR. 


Ceaſe to be vain, and Give the Sex their Due; 

Our Engliſh Wives ſhall prove this Story true: 

I: have our chaſte Penelope's, who mourn 

| E Their Widew'd Beds, and wait their Lords Return; 
dave our Heroes too, aubo bravely bear, 

Far from their Home, the Dangers of the War; 

Vo careleſs of the Winter Seaſon's Rage, 


N. 
Na Toils explore, and in new Cares engage; 
fum Realm to Realm their Chief unautary'd goes, 
Jad reſtleſs gournies on, to give the World Repoſe, 
Witt: bach are the conſlant Labors of the Sun, 


boſe ative glorious Courſe is newer dune; 

Ard tha', when hence he parts, with us *tis Night, 
Hill he goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light, 
Ve beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 

| To meet the Warriors, and reward their Care; 

May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 

Ard pay their Days of Toil with Nights of Lowe, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


ULYSSES, King 4 con- 
cealed for ſome time under the S Mr. Betiertan. 
Name of thor. 


Eurymachas, King of Samos. Mr. Ferbrugs 
Polydamas, Neighboring Princes, Mr. Mynnse. | 
Thoon, Mr. Knep. 
F Pretenders to the by 

genor, Queen Mr. elles. 
Ephialtes, Mr. Freeman, 


7 deere Son to Des and Pe- 1 
Anti nous, a Nobleman of Ithaca, en? Mr EL 
cretly in Love with the Queen. . 
Mr. Dictins. 


leon, 
3 Friends to Antinous, 0 n 


3 Tutor to Telemachys. Mr. Boat man. 
Eumæus, an old Servant, and ſaithſul to Ls. | 
| Ceraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to Eurymachus. | \ 1] 2 
3 | | Ur 
W OMEN. | Ca 
bn of! 
Penelope, Queen of Ithaca. Mrs. Barry. ds: 
| „. Mo thin! 
Semanthe, Daughter to Eurymachus, Mrs. Bracegirdle. i 15 
| Impatien 


e : N 2 E 14 4 
Several Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, wit . call 
other Attendants, [Ten and Women. J 
And th 


S E NC 4 New 


ULYSSES, 


rten, | 


ruggen, | 


„ Aer SCENE 


„ „„ 


and, 


5, Fuer TELEMACHUS and MENTOR. 


nan. . 8 
TELEMACHUS. 

aach. WAN 5{EANTOR! Urge no more my royal Birth, 

Urge not the Honors of my Race divine, 


— 


Call not to my Remembrance what J am, 
ton of Les, and deriv'd from Yve; 


** 


ry. reis the Curie of mighty Minds oppreſt, 


ceorrdle, | ; : 
e, bprtent of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, 


ind call the Laws of Providence unequal. 
MENTOR. 


27 ] 
rs, UP | 


nd Wiſdom early planted in thy Soul; 
tat thou might know to rule the fiery Paſſions, 


„ 


To thing what their State is, and what it ſhou'd be; 


And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous Knowledge, 


5 To 
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To bind their Rage, and ſtay their headlong Courſe, 
To bear with Accidents, and ey'ry Change 4 
Of various Life, to ſtruggle with Adverſity, 

To wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 

Till they, in their own good appointed Hour, 

Shall bid thy better Days come forth at once, 


A long and ſhining Train; till thou well-pleasd WM And! 
Shalt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods are jul, WW Oh th 
TELEMACHUS. WM i Yo 

Thou prudent Guide, and Father of my Youth, And! 
Forgive my Tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe Jo ſe 
The Rev'rence to thy ſacred Precepts due; Deſpi⸗ 
Tis a juſt Rage and honeſt Indignation. Devon 
Ten Years ran round ere Troy was doom'd to fall, That i 


Abſurc 
A Mo] 


Ten tedious Summers and ten Winters more 
By turns have chang'd the Seaſons ſince it fell, 
And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Abſence, 
As if the Grecian Arms had ne'er prevail'd, 
But Jove and Hector ſtill maintain'd the War. 
MENTOR. 
Tho' abſent, yet if Oracles are true, 


9 T think 
| He wa. 
A Riot; 


He lives and ſhall return —Where'er he wanders, But bol 

Purſu'd by hoſtile Zejan Gods, in Peril | 

Of the waſte Deſert or the foamy Deep, Fron 

Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Wiſdom, . - 
rom E 


And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with him. | 
: TELEMACHUS W cw dne 
And oh! to what does the Gods Care reſerve hin Are all 


Where is the Triumph ſhall go forth to meet him? i Te Cr: 
What Pæan ſhall be ſung to blefs his Labors ? | Mixt W1 
What Voice of Joy ſhall cry, Hail King of Lat? be mi 
Riot, and Wrong, and woful Deſolation, And ec} 
Spread o'er the wretched Land, ſhall blaſt his Eyes, oy f 

t 


And make him curſe the Day of his Return. 
MENTO] 


ourſe, 


lers, 


lom, 
um. 


rve him 
him? 


5 


thaca? | 


V0 j 


ULTSSE Ss. 
MENTOR. 
Your Gueſt, the Stranger Atbon. 
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Enter AETHON. 


TELEMACHUS. 
By my Life, 

And by the great Us, truly welcome ; 

Oh thou moſt worthy Zhor, thou that wert 

in Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 

And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve thee 

To ſee the Honor of his Royal Name 

Deſpis'd and ſet at nought? his State o'er-run, 

Devour'd and parcel'd out by Slaves ſo vile, 

That if oppos'd to him *twould make Compariſon 

Abſurd and monſtrous ſeem, as if ro mate 

A Mole-hill with Olympus ? | 

<A T HON. 
He was my Friend, 

[ chink I knew him; and to do him right, 

He was a Man indeed Not as theſe are, 

A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs; 

But boldly juſt, and more like what Man fhovu'd be. 
| TELEMACHUS. | 
From Morn 'til! Noon, from Noon 'till the Shade: | 

darken, 

From Ev'ning till the Morning dawns again, 

Lewdneſs, Confuſion, Inſolence, and Uproar, 

Are all the Bus'neſs of their guilty Hours; 

The Cries of Maids enforc'd, the Roar of Drunkarda, 

Mixt with the Braying of the Minſtrels Noiſe 

Who miniſters to Mirth, ring thro” the Palace, 

And echo to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 

behold ! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatures. 

Behold the Rivals of the great Uly/es ! 


N E N. 


ULT7SS ES. 
| MENTOR, 
Doubt not but all their Crimes, and all thy Wrong 
Are judg'd by Nemefis and equal Fove ; 7 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll ſecure, 
This is their Day, — but there is one behind 
For Vengeance and Uly/zs. 
LTH ON. 
Till that Day, 

That Day of Recompence and righteous Juſtice, 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts ; 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes, thou want'ſt the Pow'r to puniſh; 
Be eaſy, affable, famihar, friendly, 

Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Waye, 
But truft the Secret of thy Soul to none; 
Believe me, ſeventy Years, and all the Sorrows 
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That ſeventy Years bring with 'em, have thus taught ne 


Thus only, to be ſafe in ſuch a World as this is. 
Euter ANTINOUS. 


A4NTINOUS. 

Hail to thee, Prince; thou Son of great UA. 
Offspring of Gods, moſt worthy of thy Race; 
May ev'ry Day like this he happy to thee, 
Fruition and Succeſs attend thy Wiſhes, 

And everlaſting Glory crown thy Youth! 
TELEMACHUS. 
Thou greet'{ me like a Friend 
Artinous; 
May I believe that Omen of my Happineſs, 
That Joy which dances in thy chearful Eyes? 


Or doit thou, for thou know'ſt my fond, fond Heart, | 


Doſt thou betray me to deceitful Hopes, 
And ſooth me like an Infant, with a Tale 


Of ſome Felicity, ſome dear Delight, 
N | L 


———  — Come nc: | 


* * 2 
W 1 ich 5 
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[ily with 


There C 
There p- 
and hea 


This ſup 
ilark'd 
The Fie! 
His chan 
and ev'r 
As if his 
Of diff'r 
Had ſum 
And dre! 


ULYSSES. 325 


Which thou didſt never purpoſe to beflow ? 
ANTINOUS. 
By Cytherea's Altar and her Doves, 
y all the gentle Fires that burn before her, 


2d [have the kindeſt Sounds to bleſs your Ear with, 
Nay, and the trueſt too, I'll ſwear I think, 
That ever Love and Innocence inſpir'd. 

7 TELEMACHUS. 

Ice, Ha! from Samanthe? 

53 ANTINOUS. 

es, From the fair Semant/es 

unit; the gentle, the forgiving — 

TELEMACHUS. 

* aye, Sott, my Autinous, 

Leep the dear Secret ſafe; Wiſdom and Age 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of Love. 
ughtn WW! Bus'neſs of a Moment calls me hence, {To Men. 
is. hat ended I'll attend the Queen; till then, 

letcr ! the noble Stranger is thy Care. 
[ily with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 

YA 70 Ant. 
1 here charm my Senſes with Samanthe's Accents, 
% nere pour thy Balm into my Love ſick Soul, 

and heal my Cares for ever. [ Exeunt Tel. and Ant, 
TAO N. 
This ſmooth Speaker, 
This ſupple Courtier is in Favour with you. 
le ner ark you the Prince? how at this Man's Approach 


The Fierceneſs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declin'd; 
His changing Viſage wore a Form more gentle, 
und ev'ry Feature took a ſofter Turn; 
Heart, MW # if his Soul bent on ſome new Employment, 
Of af rent Purpoſe from the Thought before, 
Had ſummon'd other Counſels, other Paſlons, 
nd dreſt her in a gay fantaſtic Garb 
Vuich | Fit 
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Fit for th* Adventure which ſhe meant to prove: 
By Fove, Ilik'd it not 
MENTOR, 
The Prince, whoſe Temper 
Is open as the Day, and unſuſpecting, 
Eſteems him as devoted to his Service, 
Wiſe, brave, and juſt: and ſince his late Return 
From Nze/tor's Court at Pyle, he ſtill has held him 
In more eſpecial Nearneſs to his Heart. 
ATH ON. 

Tis raſh, and ſavors of unwary Vouth: 

Tell him he truſts too far If I miſtook not, 
You ſaid he was a Wooer. 

MENTOR. 

True, he was; 

Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and Peoples Praiſe, 
By Gifts, by friendly Offices and Eloquence, 
He won the Herd of Itbacans to think him 
Ev'n worthy to ſupply his Maſter's Place. 

TH O M. 

Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ih 
But Mentor] ſay, the Queen! Cou'd ſhe forget 
The Diff 'rence* twixt Uy/es and his Slave * 

Did not her Soul reſent the Violation, 

And, ſpight of all the Wrongs ſhe labor'd under, 

Daſh his Ambition and preſumptuous Love ? 
MENTOR. 

Still great and royal in the worſt of Fortunes, 
With native Pow'r and Majeſty array'd, 

She aw'd this raſh Iron with her . 
Taught him to bend his abje& Head to Earth, 
And own his humbler Lot He ftood rebuk'd, 
And full of guilty Sorrow for the paſt, 

Vo to repeat the daring Crime no more, 
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tbe put with Humility and loyal Service 
o purge his Fame, and waſh the Stains away. 
emper | pu ETHO N. 
Deceit and Artifice! the Turn's too ſudden ; 
Habitual Evils ſeldom change ſo ſoon, 
RE hat many Days muft paſs, and many Sorrows, 


Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh muſt be felt, 

19 curb Deſire, to break the ſtubborn Will, 

And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 

Fre Virtue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt; 

is elſe Diſſimulation - But no more, 

The ruffling Train of Suiters are at hand, 

Thoſe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire; 
lis well the Gods are mild, when theſe dare hope 
lo merit their beſt Gifts by Riot and Injuſtice. 


d him 


ot, 


Late Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes and 
Attendants. 


POLYDAMAS. 
Our Souls are out of Tune, we languiſh all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the Dawn 
2 OM (hear with its uſual Mirth our drowzy Spirits, 
; MW Thit droop'd beneath the lazy leaden Night. 
| AGENOR. 
Can we, who ſwear we love, imile or be gay, 
der, Pen our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our Vows, 
IM She that adorns our Mirth and gilds our Day, 
Wichholds the Beams that only can revive us? 
— eee 
Night muſt involve the World *till ſhe appear, 
JJ The Flow'rs in painted Meadows hang their Heads, 
h, The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 
Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant Labor; 
Ev'n Nature ſeems to ſlumber 'till her Call, 
Regardleſs of th' Approach of any other Day. 
4 E PHE 


ULYSSES: 


EPHIALTES. 
Why is ſhe then withheld, this public Good? 
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Why does ſhe give thoſe Hours that ſhould rejoice us 


To Tears, Perverſeneſs, and to ſullen Privacy; 
While vainly here we waſte our luſty Youth, 
In ExpeQation of th' uncertain Bleſſing? 


POLYDAMAS, 


For twice two Years this coy, this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croſt 'em with Delays; 


At length the female Artifice is plain, 
The Riddle of her myitic Web is known, 


Which ere her ſecond Choice ſhe fwore to weave; 


While {till the ſecret Malice of the Night 
Undid the Labors of the former Day. 
| AGENOR. 

Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotic Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain; 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Pacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures, 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, 

Apolls's Lyre, and Hermes tuneful Shell; 
Let Wine and Muſic join to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſooth uneaſy Thought, and lull Deſire. 

<4 T HON. 

Is this the Rev'rence due to ſacred Beauty, 
Or theie the Rites the Cyprian Goddeſs claims ? 
Theſe rude licentious Orgies are for Satyrs, 
And ſuch the drunken Homage which they pay 
10 old Silcnus nodding on his Aſs. 

But be it as it may; it ſpeaks you well. 
EPHIALTSS. 
What fays the Slave ? | 
7HOONMN. 
Oh! tis the Snarler hon, 
A privileg'd Talker Give him leave to rail; 
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or fend for Ius forth, his fellow Droll, 
ind let em play a Match of Mirth before us. 
zud Laughter be the Prize to crown the Victor. 
22 2 10 N. 
and dot thou anſwer to Reproof with Laughter ? 
gut do io flill, and be what thou wert born; 
tick to thy native Senſe, and ſcorn Inſtruction. 
0h Foily ! What an Empire hait thou here! 
What Lemples {hall he rais d to thee ! What Crowds 
I ſlav ring, hooting, ſenſeleſs, ſhameful Idiots 
* Wor thip at thy 1 „ eee Altars, 
Wiile Princes are thy Priefts ! 
POLYDAMAS. 
Why ſhou'dſt thou think, 
erweening, inſolent, unmanner'd Slave, 
That Witdom does forſake the Wealth, the Honors, 
ind full Proſperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchedneſs like thine ? 
(iy doit thou call him Fool! 
TH ON. 
Speech is moſt free, 
ts 7:2e's Gift to all Mankind in common. 
Vhy doſt thou call me poor, and think me wretched ? 
POLYDAMAS. 
becauſe thou art ſo. 
THA ON. 
Anſwer to thyſelf, 
lad let it ſerve for thee and for thy Friend. 
AGENOR. 
He talks like Oracles, obſcure and ſhort, 
ATHON. 
| wou'd be underſtood, but Apprehenſion 
not thy Talent—Midnight Surfeits, Wine, 
ind painful undigeied Morning Fumes, . 
ave marr'd thy Underſtanding. 


2 
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EPHIALTES. 
Hence, thou Miſcreant ! 


That Fur 
To vex th 


My Lords, this Railer is not to be borne. Each frow 
| ZfTHOM. | Your V 014 
And wherefore art thou borne, thou public Gre enting ! 


voance, | 
Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniſhment; 
Jo ſcourge thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 
And prove Heav'n's ſharpeſt Vengeance? 
EPHIALTES. 
| Spurn him hence 
And tear the rude unhallow'd Railer's Tongue 
Forth from his Throat. 
ZET HON. 
If brutal Violence 
And Luft of foul Revenge ſhould urge thee on, 
Spight of the Queen and hoſpitable Joe, 
T” oppreſs a Stranger, fingle and unarm'd, 
| Yet mark me well, I was not born thy Vaſſal; 


Nay you l 
hence; 


To thee, 
The Maj 
boldly 1 1 


This Iſla 
He and! 
Of eatin: 
Of the C 
Offer'd m 


And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, Away 
And ten times more a King, thus wou'd I meet theey . 
Thus naked as I am, I wou'd oppoſe thee, e. 
And fight a Woman's Battle with my Hands, 4 wy 
Ere thou ſhou'dſt do me Wrong, and go unpunilh'd, of = 
| EPHIAETES. Ve gan- 
Ha! doſt thou brave me, Dog ? Who for 
[Coming up to /£hot 
THOOMN. ITenc; 
| Avant! o curb 
POLYDAMAS. ec him 

Begone | ; 
Enter EUR YMACHUS. Go tc 
ec ey'r 
EURYMACHUS. Tune al 


What Daughter of old Chaos and the Night. BE: 


|; 
t, 


ect thee] 
, 


9 Ethor 


ne! 


ht. 


UEFSSES. 30 - 


That Fury loiters yet behind the Shades, 
To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage and Uproar ! 
bach frowning Viſage doubly dy'd with Wrath, 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamors rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong Contention, 
ey you have been at variance——Speak, ye Princes, 
Whence grew th' Occaſion ? 
ET HON. 
King of Samos, here me. 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majeſty and Right divine of Pow'r, 
boldly I dare appeal This King of Seriphos, 
[Pointing to Ephialtes. 
This Iſland Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 
He and his Fellow Princes there, yon' Band 
Of eating, drinking Lovers, have in ſcorn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers ſacred Privilege, 
(fr'd me foul Offence and moſt unmanly Injunes. 


EURYMACHUS. 


| Away! it is too much—You wrong your Honors, 


[To the M voers. 
Ind ſtain the Luſtre of your royal Names, 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you ; 
aire we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft ? 
ind when we poorly ſtoop to mean Revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. 
EPHIALTES, 
llenceforward let the ribald Railer learn 
To curb the lawleſs Licence of his Speech; 
Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook his Prating. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Go to! You are too bitter--But no more; [To Ethon. 
Let ev ry jarring Sound of Diſcord ceaſe, 
Tune all your Thoughts and Words to Beauty's Praiſe, 
To 
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To Beauty, that with ſxcet and pleaſant Influence Accept 
Breaks like the Day-ftar from the chearful Ea, 
For ſee where circled with a Crowd of Fair Ones, Mine, 
Freſh as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flow'rs, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddeſs, 3 our Penelope, cannc 
Enter the Queen with Ladies, and other Attencart;, - 25 
Diana thus on Oyntſus ſhady Top, leave 
Or by Euretas' Stream leads to the Chace | 
Her Virgin Train; a thouſand lovely Nymphs And an 
Of Form celettial all, troop by her Side; le not m 
Amid ſt a thouſand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands cone. hey n 
In Beauty, Majeſty, and Port divine, Ind call i 
Supreme and eminent. Ft Sun 
DUEEN. four wait 
If theſe ſweet Sounds, I 
This humble fawning Phraſe, this faithleſs Flatten, Na, 80 
If theſe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, 133 
Cou'd recompenſe the Sorrows of my Days, 1 
Or ſooth the Sighings of my lonely Nights; un Ruff 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your Wiſhes, 3 
And win my Heart with your fond Tales of Love: . gem 
But ſince whate'er I've ſuffer'd for my Lord, Civ and 
From Troy, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you, Wl © 
Is deeply writ within my fad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain, dong is 
CEN - _ WW: :o:1for 
If thoſe bright Eyes that waſte their Lights wi WM 1 
weeping de or 
Wou'd kindly ſhine upon Agener's Hopes, Is to bel 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen ſanſcend 
His Crown, his Life, his ever faithful Vows, nd wor ch 
What Joys ſoe er, or Love or Empire yield, bindon'd 


, !! 
To bleſs her future Days, and make em happy all. nade 


POLY. 
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uence Accept my Crown, and Reign. with me in Delos. 
alt, THOON. 
Ines, Mine, and the Homage of my People wait you. 
I'S; EPHIAL E. 
nclepe, cannot court you with a filken Tale, 
. ith ealy ambling Speeches, fram'd on Purpoſe, 
ale, Wie to be ſpoke in Tune But be my Queen, 
ind leave my plain-ſpoke Love to prove its Merit. 
UAE. 
15 and am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith? 
_ WH: not my Wrongs gone up to Heavn againſt you? 
come ge they not ſtand before the Throne of Jowe ; 
ind call inceilant on his tardy Vengeance ? 
ſhat Sun has ſhone that has not ſeen your Inſolence, 
Four waſteful Riot, and your impious Mirth, 
[our Scorn of old Laertes' feæble Age, 
3 {my Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weakneſs! 
9 rn in my Palace, here, my lateſt Refuge, 
for you are Lords of all beſides in Ithaca, 
1 (th Rum̃an Violence and murd'rous Rage 
hes on menace the Defenceleſs and the Stranger; 
oe? e from the unhoſpitable Dwelling drive 
ty and friendly Peace. 
d you, / 


ATHON. 

For me it matters not; 
ung is the Portion ſtill of feeble Age; 
toilſome Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
het "tis to ſtruggle with the Proud and Powerful; 
'tiz for thy unhappy Fate, fair Queen, 
is to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, 
::1\cendent both, worthy the Gods who gave 'em, 
ad worthy of their Care, to ſee em left, 
dendon d and forſaken to rude Outrage, 
i made a Prize for Drunkards; tis for this 


its with 


My 


334 ULYSSES. 


My Soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate Hand t'aflert thy Cauſe, 


Careleſs 
Which 1 


DUEEN. Y 
Alas! they ſcorn the Weakneſs of thy Age, Turn tho 
As of my Sex——But mark me well, ye Princes“ And fix 
Whoe'er among you dares to lift his Hand Fix em 
Againſt the hoary Head of this old Man, One wor 
This good old Man, this Friend of my Ces, 
Him will I hold my worſt my deadleſs Foe, 
Him ſhall my Curſes and my Revenge purſue, Muſt ſtoc 
And mark him from the reſt with moſt diftinguith' MM ! mult 
Hatred. | let by C 
| EPHIALTES. None ſha 
That you are weak, defenceleſs and oppreſt, That dar 
Impute not to the Gods; they have betriended you, ¶ Len let 
With laviſh Hands they ſpread their Gifts before o l, like 
What Pride, Revenge, what wanton Love of Changi Alle to k 
Or Woman's With can ask, behold, we offer you. for ev'ry 
Curſe the Perverſeneis of your ſtubborn Will then, et him 
That has delay'd your Choice, and in that Choice youſterce fre 
Happineſs. And tell 
| DUEEN. Then pli, 
And muſt I hear this ſtill, and ſtill endure it? ind be y 
Oh Rage! Diſhonor! wretched, helpleſs Queen! [Exeu 
Return, return my Hero, my Uly/es : chus 


Bring him again, ye cruel Seas and Winds, Jula 

Troy and adult'rous Paris are no more; | 

Reſtore him then, ye righteous Gods of Greece, 

T'avenge himſelf and me upon theſe Tyrants, 

And do a ſecond J uſtice here at home. 
EURTMACHUS. 

Amongſt the mighty Manes of the Greets, 

Great Names, and fam'd for higheſt Deeds in War, 

His honor'd Shade reſts from the Toils of Lite 

In everlaſting Indolence and Eaſe, 


O matc 
ſt in th 
for ten lo 
nd yet 
With You 
Tis wond 


Carelel 


\ 


F 


Careleſs of all your Pray rs and vain Complainings. 
Which the Winds bear away, and ſcatter in their 
Wantonneſs, | 


Turn thoſe bright Eyes, then, from Deſpair and Death 


8 e 
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No And fix your better Hopes among the Living, 2 
| Fix 'em on One, who dares, who can defend you, 
One worthy of your Choice. 
7A QUEEN. 
| If my free Soul 
e, Huſt ſtoop to this unequal hard Condition, 
tinouiſh [I muſt make this ſecond hated Choice, 
let by Connubial Juno here I ſwear, 
None ſhall ſucceed my Lord, but that brave Man 
eh, That dares avenge me well upon the reſt. 
led you, Iden let who ever dares to Love be bold, 
fore yo, like my former Hero, made for War, 
f Changi ble to bend the Bow, and toſs the Spear; 
r you. for ev'ry Wrong his injur'd Queen has found, 
ill then, et him revenge and pay it with a Wound; 
z0ice 50 [tierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
and tell me that my Foes have met their Doom; 
Then plight his Faith upon his Bloody Sword, | Bk 
it ? ind be what my Uly/es was, my beſt, my deareſt Lord. Il 
1een! [Exeunt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants; Eury ma- i 
chus, Ephialtes, Agenor, Thoon, and Polydamas i 
 fullowing, | 
Manet ET HO N. 
ect, 
ts, | TH ON. 
O matchleſs Proof of Faith and Love unchang'd! 
tt in the Pride, the wiſhing Warmth of Youth, 
for ten long Years, and ten long Years to that, 
0 War, ad yet ſo true! Beſet with ſtrong Allurements, 
ite 


"ith Youth, proud Pomp, and ſoft bewitching Pleaſure, 
Is wonderful! and Wives in lates Times 


Carele Shall 
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Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit, 
A Fable curiouſly contriv d t'upbraid 


Their fickle eaſy Faith, and mock them for i th b 


Lightneſs. 
But ſee the Samian King returns. 


Enter EURT MACH US. 


EURYMACHUS. 
I ſought you 
Amidſt the Crow of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Juno s Temple. 
LH OM. 

When I worſhip, 
And bow myſelf before the awtul Gods, 
I mingle not with thoſe who ſcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous Crowds, 


Who take the Gods for Gluttons like themſelves. 


EURYMACHUS. 
This ſullen Garb, this moody Diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy Anger; 
Thy juft Diſdain of this licentious Rout: 


Vet all are not like theſe; nor ought thy Quaric! 


Be carty's on to all Mankind in common. 


TAO. 
Perhaps the untaught Plainneſs of my Words, 


May make you think my Manners rude and ſavage: 


But know my Country is the Land of Liberty; 
Pheacia's happy Ile, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak plain and truly; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly honeſt, 
Upright in Deed, tho' ſimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to flatter, or offend; 
The Uſe of Words we have but not the Art, 
And ev'n as Nature dictates ſo we ſpeak. 
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EURYMACHUS. 

Now by great Juno, Guardian of our Samos, 
iu ittong Deſcription haſt thou well expreſt 
That manly Virtue I wou'd make a Friend of, 
Nor thou, brave Aithon, ſhalt diſdain our Amity, 
Qur proffer'd Love; for know that Kings, like Gods, 
With all things good adorn their own Creation, 

ud where their Favor fixes, there is Happineſs. 

{£ZTHON. 

Les, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 
My humbler Birth has caft me far beneath you, 
ind made me for the proffer'd Grace unfit; 
friendſhip delights in equal Fellowſhip, 
Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 
Ingage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance ev'n, 
Tis irkſome to a gen'rous grateful Soul, 
=p To be oppreſt beneath a Load of Favors, 
„ds, Pall to receive, and run in Debt to Friendſhip, 
les. Vithout the Pow'r of paying ſomething back. 

EURYMACHUS. 

I know thee grateful ; juſt and gen'rous Minds 
5 Are always ſo; nor is thy Pow'r ſo ſcanty 
hut that it may vie with a King's Munificence, 
May make me large Amends for all my Bounty, 
May bleſs me with a Benefit I want, 
And give me that which my Soul moſt deſires ; 
The Queen 


for tht 


TH ON. 

How, Sir, the Queen? 
EULURTMAC HUS. 
f The beauteous Queen 

at Summer. Sun in full Meridian Glory, 
richter than the faiut Promiſe of the Spring. 
"th Bleſſings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand 

Vo r. I. 5 


5 


, 


t, Mature 
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Mature for Joy, and in Perfection lovely; 


Thou 


Ev'n ſhe! 
The Pride of Greece, the Wiſh of youthful Princes, His Dea 
Severe, and Cold, and Rigid, as ſhe is, Ard left 
Looks gently on thee, Æibon, ſhe beholds thee Both in 
With kind Regard, and liſtens to thy Counſels, 
r | 
Be Rill thou beating Heart! [Aſde.] Well, si er thin 
go on. am but 
EURYMACHUS. Had ſpc 
No more, there needs no more ; thy piercing Wi 
T read it in thy Eyes, hath found my Purpoſe, {poſe 
Be favorable then, be friendly to me; This Sov 
Nay I'll conjure thee, by my Hopes, by thine, „like tl 
Whether they follow Wealth, or Pow'r, or Fame, hat he 1 
Or what Deſires ſoe'er warm thy old Breaſt, dd wi 
Counſel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend. ind chaſ 
TH ON. | | 
Suppoſe me ſuch, What ſhou'd my Friendſhip prof No, we 
you? pneath 2 
EURYMACHUS. ot but J 
O by ten thouſand Ways has not that Age were m 
That turn'd thy rev'rend Locks ſo Silver white, er C::0IC 
Ha it not giv'n thee Skill in Womankind, ler ſoft J 
Sagacious Wiſdom to explore their Subtleties, xe Silve 
Their coy Averſions, and their eager Appetites, it dead of 
Their falſe Denials, and their ſecret Yieldings? } 
Yet more thy Friendſhip with her former Lord, MWiow! t 
Gives thee a Right to ſpeak, and be believ'd. te beſt o 
ATHON. td why f 
Then you wou'd have me wooe her for you, vi mace C 
her; o find thi 
This Queen, this Wife of him that was my F riend? Wo trace tl 
te muſt b 


EU RT. 


EURYMACHUS, 

Thou ſpeak ſt me well; of him that was thy Friend: 
lis Death has broke thoſe Bonds of Love and Friendſhip, 
zud left me free and worthy to ſucceed 

goth in her Heart, and thine, 


h | 
| Excuſe me, Sir, 
Vell, sine think I meant to queſtion your high Worth, 


[am but ill at Praifing, or my Tongue 

Had ſpoke the great Things that my Heart thinks 
of you, | 

wpoſe me wholly yours — Vet do you hold 


e. 
This Sov'reign Beauty made of ſuch light Stuff, 
ine, Q like the common Changelings of her Sex, 
Fame, hat he that flatter'd, ſigh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 
0u'd win her from her ſtubborn Reſolution 
d. id chaſte Reſerv'dneſs, with his ſweet Perſuaſion ? 
FFT 
hip prof No, were ſhe form'd like them, ſhe were a Conqueſt 
| Death a Monarch's Love, or -Zthor's Wit, 
dot but I think, ſhe has her warmer Wiſhes; 
. vere monſtrous elſe, and Nature had deny'd 
ite, er c:.0iceſt Bleſſing to her faireſt Creature; 
er ſoft Deſires that ſteal abroad unſeen, 
, e Silver Cynthia ſliding from her Orb, 
tes, dead of Night to young Erdyminn's Arms, 
88 ? 22 720 N. 
rd, How ! think you ſo ? — But ſo tis true it may be, 
k te beſt of all the Sex is but a Woman, | 
1d why ſhou'd Nature break her Rule for One? 
ou, win make One true, when all the reſt are falſc? 
| o find thoſe Wiſhes then, thoſe fond Deſires, 
riend? e trace the fulſom Haunts of wanton Appetite, 
e muſt be try'd, 
E URT. 
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EURYMACHUS. 
That to thy Care, my #hoy, 


Thy Wit and watchful Friendſhip I commend. 


Thy Cy 
Thy P 


@ATHOR. | To fix t 

Yes, Sir, be certain on't, ſhe ſhall be try'd; bing a! 

Thro' all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, Wr, wart 

Thro' all her Joys, her Sorrows and her Fears, WW: her 1 

Thro' all her Truth and Falſhood I'll purſue her, But lear! 

She ſhall be ſubtler than Deceit itſelf, ace G 
And proſp'rouſly wicked if ſhe *ſcape me. | 

| EURYMACHUS. 


Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. 
This Day, at her Return from Juno's Altar, 
I have obtain'd an Hour of private Conference. 
I 1 
What! private, ſaid you! Twas a Mark of Favor 
Piſtinguiſhingly kind. f 
EURYMACHUS. 
Somewhat I urg'd 7 
That much concern'd her Honor, and her Safety, 
Nay ev'n the Life of her belov'd Telemac bus, a Y 
Which to her Ear alone I wou'd diſcloſe: | 
Thou ſhalt be preſent—How I mean to prove her, 
Which way to ſhake the Temper of her ſoul, | 
And where thy Aid may ſtand me moſt in Read, 
J will inſtruct thee as we paſs along. 
/ETHON. 
I wait you, Sir. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Nor doubt of the Succeſs, 
This ſtubborn Beauty ſhall be taught Compliance, 
Fair Daughter of the Ocean, ſmiling Yenus, 
Thou Joy of Gods and Men, aſſiſt my Purpoſe; 


dfety, 


we her, 


ö 


ad, 


F 


Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave a while, 

Thy Paphian Groves and ſweet Idalian Hill, 
To ix thy Empire in this rugg'd Iſle; 

ring all thy Fires from every Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel frozen Fair, 
let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 
Since Gods themſelves ſubmit to Fate and Thee. 
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TESTER CELOT: 


ES hat S 7 


ACT HLN E I 


Euter Ax TIN OuõãS, 


ANTINOUS. 
IS thus, my Fellow. Citizens and Friends, 
'Tis thus unhappy Ibaca mult groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a foreign Lord; 
A needy upſtart Race of hungry Strangers 
Shall ſẽarm upon the Land, eat its Increaſe, 
Devour the Labors of the toiling Hind, 


And gather all the Wealth and Honors of our Ille. | 


CLEON. 

The ſilken Minions of the Samian Court, 
To lord it o'er the Province ſhall be ſent, 
To rule the State, to be the Chieſs in War, 
And lead our hardy Lacan to Battle. 


Freedom and Right {hall ceaſe; our Corn, Wine, Ob 


The Fatneſs of the Year, ſhall all be theirs ; 
Our modeſt Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters, 
Ev'n all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our n _ :1ohty Maſters. 
4 
Vou'd I cou'd ſay J tid add 2 theſe Evils 
ANTINOUS. 
O honeſt Arcas, tis too plain a Danger. 

The Queen, requir'd by public Voice to wed, 
To end at once the Hopes and riotous Coneourle 
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of princely Gueſts, contending for her Love, 

Oer-paſſing all the nobleſt of our Iſle, 

laclines to fix her Choice on proud Eurymachus. 
CLEO. 

Why rides the Samian Fleet within our Harbor, 
bit to ſupport their Tyrant's Title here? 

With Cauſes feign'd they linger long, pretending 
zude Winter Seas, with Omens that forbid 
ne frighted Mariner to leave the Shore; 
car, Wile Neprune ſmooths his Waters for their Pailage, 
ade gently-xhiſtling Winds invite their Sails, 
I ::f thy wiſh'd to waft them back to Samses. 
8 AR CAL. 
oY is no more; the partial Gods, 
no favor'd Priam and his hapleſs Race, 
Have pour'd their Wrath on his devoted Head, 
and now in ſome far diſtant Realm, expos'd 
To glut the Vulture's and the Lion's Maw, 
- Hs Or in the oozy Bottom of the Deep, 
fal many a Fathom down, the Hero lies, 
And never ſhall return What then remains, 
But that our Country fly to thee for Succor, 
[To Antinous. 
o thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of Ithaca? 
ne, Ol, 4nd fince, ſo Fate ordains, our Queen muſt wed, 
de thou her ſecond Choice, be thou our Ruler, 
's, and fave our Nation from a foreign Yoke. 
| | ANTINOUS., 

You are my Friends, and over-rate my Worth. 
But witneſs for me, for you ſtill have known me, 
When e'er my Country's Service calls me on, 

No Enterprize ſo doubtful, or ſo dangerous, 
but I will boldly prove it, to preſerve thee, 
Un {1-aca, from Bondage. 


rle 


oft Q 4 CLEON. 


LTS. 
CLEO. | 
Wherefore urge 
Your Suit among the reſt? 8 
ANTINOUS. 
The cruel Queen 
Rejects my humble Vows with angry Scorn : 
And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my Paſſion, 
She call'd it Inſolence Since then T've ſtrove 
'To hide th'unlucky Folly, from all Eyes 
But yours, my Friends, who view my naked Soul. 
AR CA. 6 
Avow your Flame in public, tell the World 
Antinous 18 worthy of a Queen; 
So many valiant Hands ſhall own your Cauſe, 
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So ſhall the Voice in Lhaca be for you, | 
The Queen ſhall own your Love has made her great, 


And giv'n her back an Empire ſhe had loſt, 
ANTINOUS. 

Think not I dream the Hours of Life away, 
Supine, and negligent cf Love and Glory; 
No, rcas, no, my active Mind is buſy, 

And ſtill has labor'd with a vaſt Deſign; 
Ere long the beauteous Birth will be diſclos'd, 


Then ſhall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 


Counſels, 
And manifeſt the Love you bear Artincus; 
Till then be ſtill To favor my Deſign, | 
With low Submiſſions, with obſequious Duty, 
And Vows of Friendſhip fit to flatter Boys with, 
I've wound myſelf into the Prince's Heart. 


CLEON. | 


Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe. 
| ANTINOUS. 
Let it go on — tis a convenient Dotage, 
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ls ative, fiery, bold, and great of Soul; 

Love is the Bane of all theſe noble Qualities, 
The ſickly Fit that palls Ambition's Appetite ; 
And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Diſeaſe, 
Inſpiring lazy Wiſhes, Sighs and Languiſhings, 


| 345 
And ſutes my Purpoſe well—The Youth by Nature 


Unactive dreaming Sloth, and womaniſh Softneſs, 
To freeze his Veins, and quench his manly Fires, 


The froward God of Love, to boaſt his Pow'r, 
Has bred of late ſome little Jars between 'em ; 
But 'twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, 
And if my Augury deceives me not, 

This Day a Prieſt in private makes em one, 
Unknown or to the Queen, or to Errymachus. 
But ſee !—They come—retire,— 


Euter TELEMACHS and SEMANTHE. 


| Do, Sigh, and Smile, 
Ind print thy Lips upon the ſoft white Hand; 


Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleſt with ſuch a Joy as this is. 


[Exeunt Antinous, Cleon, and Arcas. 


TELEMACHUS. 
Yes, my Semanthe, ſtill I will complain, 


Still 1 will murmer at thee, cruel Maid, 

For all that Pain thou gav'ſt my Heart but now. 
What God averſe to Innocence and Love, 

Cou'd ſhake thy gentle Soul with ſuch a Storm ? 
juſt at that happy Moment, when the Prieſt 


thee, 
And ſighing cry'dſt, Ah! no!—it is impoſiible ! 
SEMANTHE. 
And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet I am yours ; 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and this Heart, 
Q 5 


Had join'd our Hands, thou ſtart'ſt as Death had ſtruck 
o Death 
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This Heart that akes with Tenderneſs, confirm'd it. 
TELEMACHUS. 


And yet thou art not mine ;—elſe why this Sorrow? 
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal Fewe deſcends in gentle Show'rs, 

To cauſe Increaſe, and bleſs the infant Vear, 

When ev'ry ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow'r, 

Is hung with pearly Drops of heav'nly Rain? 
SEMANTHE. 


Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin D»yad,, | 


Happy Companions of thoſe Woods and Plains, 


Why was I forc'd to leave your chearful Fellowſhip, | 


To come and loſe my Peace of Mind at Ithaca? 
And oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 


To that dear Voice? why didſt thou break thy Voy, 


Made to the Huntreſs Cynthia and her Train? 


Ah! fay, fond Maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love! 


TELEMACHUS. 


Alas! my gentle Love, how have I wrong'd the! 


By what unwilling Crime have J offended ? 


That thus with ſtreaming Eyes thou ſhould complain, | 


Thus daſh my Joys, and quench thoſe holy Fires, 

By yellow Hymen's Torch ſo lately lighted : 

Thus ſtain this bleſſed Day, our bridal Day, 

With the deteſted Omen of thy Sorrows ? 
SEMANTHE. . 

Of what ſhou'd J accuſe thee ? thou art nohle, 

Thy Heart is ſoft, is pitiful and tender; 

And thou wilt never wrong the poor Semanthe. 

And yet 


TELEMACHUS. 
What mean it thou? 


SEMANTHE. 


What have we been doing! 
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TELEMACHUS. 
A Deed of Happineſs. 
 SEMANTHE. 
Are we not marry'd ? 
TELEMACHUS. 
We are,—and like the carefal, thrifty Hind, 
Who provident of Winter fills his Stores 
With all the varioas Plenty of the Autumn, 
We've hoarded up a mighty Maſs of Joy, 
To laſt for all our Years that are to come, 
And ſweeten ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. 
SEMANTHE. 
Fain wou'd I ſooth my Soul with theſe ſweet Hopes, 
Forget the Anguiſh of my waking Cares, 
And all thoſe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers ; 
Laſt Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
Inſenſible and ſoft, had ſtole upon me; 
Methought J found me by a murm'ring Brook, 


| Reclin'd at Eaſe upon the flow'ry Margin; 


And thou, thou firſt and laſt of all my Thoughts, 
Thou dear, eternal Object of my Wiſhes, 
Cloſe by my Side wert laid 
TELEMACHUS. 
Delightful Viſion ! 
And oh ! oh Pity that it was not real. 
SEMANTHE. 

A while on many a pleaſing Theme we talk'd, 
And mingled ſweet Difcourſe; when on the Sudden, 
The cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntſman's Horn, 
With all the chearful Muſic of the Chaſe, | 
Surpriz'd my Ear—and ſtrait a Troop of Nymphs, 
Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, 

Flew lightly by us, eager of the Sport; 


Laſt came the Goddeſs, great Latona's Daughter, 
With 


e n 
- 
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With more than mortal Grace ſhe ſtood confeſt, 
I ſaw the golden Quiver at her Back, 
And heard the Sounding of her Silver Bow. 
Abaſh'd I roſe, and lowly made Obeiſance; 
But ſhe, not ſweet, nor affable, nor ſmiling, 
As once ſhe wont, with flern Regard beheld me; 
And wherefore doſt thou loiter here, ſhe ſaid, 
Of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindful ? 
Return, thou Fugitive ; nor vainly hope 
To dreſs thy bridal Bed, and waſte thy Youth 
In wanton Pleaſures, and inglorious Love; 
A Virgin at my Altar wert thou vow'd, 
"Tis fix d by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
With that ſhe ſnatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand, 
Which for thy Head in Fondneſs I had wove, 
And bore me ſwiftly with her: —In my Flight, 
Backwards methought, I turn'd my Eyes to thee, 
But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 
And in thy Place my Father lay extended 
Upon the Earth, a bloody lifeleſs Coarſe ; 
Struck to the very Heart, I ſhriekt aloud, | 
And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow. 
TELEMACHES 

Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semanthe, 
Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, 
Safe in thy native unoffending Innocence. 
Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams, 
And drowzy Night invades the weary World, 
Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaſtic Morpheus, 
Tea thouſand mimic Fantoms fleet around him, 
Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures. 
Each has ten thouſand thouſand diff'rent Forms, 
In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper, 
While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 
Imaginary Evils give Mankind, 
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SEMANTHE. 

Not happy omens that approve our Wiſhes, 
When bright with Flames the chearful Altar ſhines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings, 
Not Oracles themſelves, that ſpeak us happy, 
Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 
Like the dear Voice of him whom my Soul loves: 
Ey'n while thou ſpok'ft my Breaſt begun to glow, 
felt ſweet Hopes, and Joy and Peace returning, 
Ard all the Fires of Life were kindled up anew. 

TELEMACHUS. 
Hence then, thou meager Care, ill-boding Melan- 
choly, 

inxious Diſquiet, and heart breaking Grief, 
fly to your native Seats, where deep below 
Od Night and Horror with the Furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful genial Bed diſclaim you; 
To Night a thouſand little laughing Cupids 

ſhall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us, 
No Sound no Thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, 
but ſacred Silence reign ; unleſs, ſometimes, 
We figh and murmur with Exceſs of Happineſs. 

| SEMANTHE. 
Alas, my Lord! 
TELEMACHUS. 
Again that mournful Sound! 
SEMANTHE. 

What other Pain is this ? what other Fear, 
Y diff rent quite from what I felt before! 
alernate Heat and Cold ſhoot thro' my Veins, 
Wow a chill Dew hangs faintly on my Brow, 
ad now with gentle Warmth I glow all o'er ; 
dort are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, 
gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 
Tis Pain and Plcaſure blended, both at once, 
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'Tis Life and Death, or ſomething more than TR | 


TELEMAC HUS. 

Thus untry'd Soldiers when the Trumpet Sound-, 
Expect the Combat with uncertain Faflions ; 
Thus Nature ſpeaks in unexperienc'd Maids, ] 
And thus they bluſh, and thus like thee they trembleh 
At Even, when the Queen retires to Reft, 

I'll meet thee here, and take thee to my Arms, 
Thy beſt, tby ſureſt Refuge. 
But ſee ! the Stranger AÆtbon comes, retire, 

I wou'd not have his watchful Eye obſerve us. 


Enter ET HOM. 


I charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me, 
Haſte, at tli' appointed Hour — ; 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage I burn, 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn ; 1 
Think, how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, f 
And break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay 

[ Exeunt Telemachus and Semantaed 


Manet A T HON. 


Ha ! what ſo cloſe ? how cautious to avoid me! | 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Old. Man you are too wiſe, 1 
What has my Youth to do with your Inſtructions, 
While Folly is ſo pleaſant to my Taſte, 

And damn'd Deſtruction wears a Face ſo fair? 
This Samian King is happy in his Arts: 

His Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Diana, 

Is brought to play the Wanton here in Ithaca: 

No matter for Religion; let the Gods g 
Look to their Rites themſelves; the Youth grows fondg 
Juſt to their Wiſh! and ſwears himſelf their Vaſſal. 
His Mother follows next but ſfoft—they come; 
Now! 


En 


| Have 
ſn vain 
As thou 
Add not 
That dr 
Compe] 
To curſ 
With he 
To ev'r) 
To me i 


Oh G 
Teach m 
What Sc 
This cru 
My Hea! 
In abject 
Jo depre 


bone grac 


Count 
torſook | 


ö and yet! 


Witneſs, 
Have har 
kemembi 


hen thir 


bood hor 
bo gre; 


1 cither 


Sound), | 


ns, 


ws fond 
/ afſal, 
me; 
Now: 


tremble 


bone gracious Word, one favorable Look. 
N and yet in all that long, long Tract of Time, 


Then think if I can change Athon ! come near. 


c lhou great Example of a loyal Friend! 
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Now to put on the Pander — That's my Office. 


Enter the QUEEN and EUR YMACHU $, 


DUEEN. 

Have I not anfwer'd oft, it is in vain, 
ſn vain to urge me with this hateful Subject? 
1; thou art noble, pity me, Faurymachas, 
add not new Weight of Sorrows ta my Days, 
That drag too ſlow, too heavily along; 
(ompel me not to curſe my Life, my Being, 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 
To ev'ry wretched Creature, but myſelf ; 
To me it brings more Pain, and iterated Woes. 

EURYMACHUS. 

Oh God of Eloquence, bright Maja's Son! 
Teach me what more than mortal Grace of Speech, 
What Sounds can move this fierce relentleſs Fair, 
This cruel Queen, that pitileſs beholds 
iy Heart that bleeds for her, my humble Knee, 
In abject low Submiſſion bent to Earth, 
lo deprecate her Scorn, and beg in vain, 


— 


DUEEN. 
Count back the tedious Years, ſince firſt my Hero 


lorſook theſe faithful Arms to war with Trey; 


— —— — 
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Witneſs, ye chaſter Pow'rs, if ere my Thoughts 
Have harbor'd any other Gueſt but him ; 
demember, King of Samos, what I've been, 
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[Ethon comes forward, 
bood honeſt Man ! how rare is Truth like thine ! 
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ZETHON. Bs lach ow 

Oh Lady, ſpare that Praiſe; if few like me | : 
Are Friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you; | Now, 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years! Ren 
"Tis irkſome to Remembrance, to look back | Demand 
Upon your Youth, that happier Part of Life, Wl Vice 


Like ſome fair F ield, or rich and fertile Soil, | 
That might have bleſt the Owner with Abundance, | ; Are L 


But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, | hat the 
Lies fenceleſs, wild, uncultivate, and waſte. | 
UEEN. Y 

Alas ! SY Unleſs m 
EURYMACHUS. | 


Were Youth and Beauty giv'n in vain ? 
Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their Gifts, 


To one, whoſe ſullen Pride neglects to uſe em, Ha! 8 
As if ſhe ſcorn'd the Care Heav'n took to make hey 
happy ? f That) 
ET HO N. Ded 
More than enough of Sorrow have you known; Thoſe pr 
Give Eaſe at length to your aflited Soul, To bette 
Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, ; 
Taſte the good things of Life, yet ere they periſh, : 
Yet ere the happy Seaſon paſs away. Oh faith! 
2 E E N. Ich Zh. 
What Sov'reign Balm, what heav'nly healing m | 
Can cure a Heart ſo torn with Grief as mine, f, to 
Can ſtay this never- ceaſing Stream of Tears, pray th 
And once more make my Senſes know Delight ? « wer 
EURYMACHUS. EE 
What God can work that Miracle but Love? |} [this be 


Love, who diſpenſes Joy to Heav'n itſelf, | 
And chears his Fellow Gods more than their Nectar, 

Doſt t. 
Till wrapt with vaſt, unutterable Pleaſures, 
Such as immortal Natures only know, 


Each 


OWN; 


Waſted too much of Life, and caſt away 
Whoſe precious Hours, that might have been employ'd 


Ws aidhlefs | Frith is wan d thes jaded 


g pray the Gods to heap their Bleſſings on you, 
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2 
lach owns his Power, and bleſſes the ſweet Boy. 
DUEEN. 
Now, Aitlon, by thy Friendſhip to my Lord, 
anſwer, I Charge thee, to this cruel King ; 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
\y Virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt Courtſhip. 
| @ETHONMN. 
Are Love and Virtue then ſuch mortal Foes, 
That they muſt never meet? 
SUEEN. 
| Never with me, 
Lnieſs my Lord return. 
FHO. 
Vain Expectation! 
DUEEN. | 
Ha! Surely I miſtook hat ſaidſt thou, Æibon ? 
N. 
That you have waited long for that Return, 


P rr WATT REIT Co" — ket — tar, — — — — 1 1 
— n . — AT ITGC Dn A, — — — — 2 - e A Ds os _ 
» 


8 CO og ————— 
—_ Se IIS hoot eg | —_— 


To better Uſe than Weeping. 


DUEEN. 
This from thee ! 


Oh Alben art thou too - become my Enemy? 
TEO N. 
If, to reward your Faith to loſt U/y/es, 


lomake you Miſtreſs of a mighty Nation, 

unn Empire greater, nobler than your own; 

ind crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love; 
chis be Enmity, you may accuſe me. 

f PUEEN. 

Doſt thou ſollicit for him; doſt thou dare 


Invade 
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Invade my Peace, my Virtue ? s = 
ET HON. What 


Not fer him, Phat fa 

But for the common Happineſs of both. hat m 
DUEEN. hat fla 

Traitor! no more—at length thy wicked Arts, 

Thy falſe diſſembled Friendſhip for my Lord, IM T4 1 
Thy pious Journey hither for his ſake, a now 
Thy Care of me, my Son, and of the State, aunt ne 
Thy Praiſe, thy Counſels and thy Shew of Virtue, for knoz 
So holy, ſo adorn'd with rev'rend Age, ; There is 
All are reveal'd, and thou confeſt a Villain;  Mſkou ha 


Hire, and the ſordid Love of Gain have caught tled 


Gold has prevail'd upon thee to betray me, bon fat 
And bargain for my Honor with this Prince. ear, lik 
[ Pointing to Ewrymacha (old, chi 
IH ON. 9 
It grieves me I offend you ſure I am, That 8 
I meant it as a Friend. 
2UEEN, 
Hence from my Sight! Rnow 1 
EURYMACHUS. is frail. 
Aion, no more,--Since Love and willing F riendſii ad whe! 
Employ their pious Offices in vain, Vatchful. 
Learn we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, Mert ſude 
Learn we, from her Example, to be cruel: Three hu 
And tho' our ſofter Paſſions reſt unſatisfy' d, bo und 
Vet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, late cam 
Shall be indulg'd and riot to Exceſs. uk on 


Up then, Revenge, and arm thee thou fell Fury, ier when 
Up then and ſhake thy hundred iron Whips, | 
To Day I vow to ſacrifice to thee, 

And ſlake _ horrid Thirſt with Draughts of royal Gol 
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DUEEN. 
What ſays the Tyrant? [4de.] Oh, Eurymachus, 
What fatal Purpoſe has thy Heart conceiv'd ? 
What means that Rage that lightens in thy Eyes, 
nat laſhes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction? 
1, EURYMACHUS. 
| he lambent Fire of Love prevails no more, 
dad now another mightier Flame ſucceeds ; 
launt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy Scorn : 
irtue, for know, proud Queen, in ſpight of thy Diſdain, 
lere is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 
 Mſbou haſt a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes 
ght theg -.DUEEN. 
oh fatal Thought 
ear, like the Hand of Death, has ſeiz'd my Heart, 
y machulWCold, chilling Cold——my Son]! Oh my Telemachus ! 


ATHOMN. 
That Stroke was home—now, Virtue, hold thy own. 
[45 
EURY MACHUS. 


Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, and holds 
W's frail uncertain Being at my Pleaſure, 
FriendhWnd when I frown, Death and Deſtruction, greedy, 
Vatchful, intent like Tigers on their Prey, 

tart ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs Boy. 

Three hundred choſen Warriors from my Fleet, 

Tho undiſcern'd, in Parties, and by Stealth, 


eauty, 


1gh, late came aſhore, now wait for my Commands; 
ink on em as the Miniſters of Fate, 
Fury, | tor when I bid 'em execute, tis done. 
; | DUEEN,- 
| if, as my Soul preſages from thoſe Terrors 
oval GoW'bich gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous Brow, 


(ou art ſeverely bent on Death and Vengeance, 
| Yet 
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Vet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pray ' r, 
Oh ſpare the Innocent, ſpare my Telemachus, 


Let not the Ruffian's Sword nor murd' rous Violence 


Cut off the noble Promiſe of his Vouth, 
Oh ſpare him, and let all thy Rage fall here; 
Remember twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen | 
Refus'd thy Love, and let her feel thy Hate. 
EURY MACHUS. 

A ſecret Joy glides thro' my ſullen Heart, 
To ſee fo fair a Suiter kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like theſe? 
£Ethen, go bear this Ring to bold Ceraunus, 
{he valiant Leader of our Samian Band; 


My lait of Orders, which this Morn I gave him, | 


Bid him perform ; haſte thou, and ſee it done. 
DUEEN. 
Stay, I conjure thee, /#:hon—Cruel King! 
Speak, anſwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret : 


Where points this ſudden, dark, myſterious Miſchief N 


Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch 


This winged Thunder aims — Say, while my Fears | 


Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Already doſt thou dread the gath'ring Storm, 
That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin ? 


But mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that, | 


Too ſoon it ſhall be told thee—#7hon, hence. 
DUEE N, Holding ÆEthon. 


Not for thy Life No not ?till thou haſt heard m- 
To E ury machu 


Too well, alas! J underſtand my Fate; 

How have [ been among the happy Mothers 
Call'd the moſt happy, now to be moſt miſerable: 
The Barren, comfortleſs fate down and wept, 


/ 
Ih 


When t 
The Fr 
With E 


That I 


Our V1 
Matron 
And ga 
But the! 
0h my 


And 
What p 
How he 
How he 
How hz 
And all 
And ha; 
And mu 
dince ec 


Oh d 
Hard as 
Death is 
But tis 
Tis terr 


A Moth: 


Now, 
Oh Nat! 
How mc 
do Silve 
Wept fo 
The Sea 
While fr 


/jolence 


ben. 


Aiſchief 


y Fears | 


orm, 
1 


or that, | 


CEC. 


heard m( 
rymachul 


rs 


erable: | 


pt, 


i 


n 357 


When they compar'd their Marriage-Beds with mine; 
The Fruitful, when they boaſted of their Numbers, 
With Envy and unwilling Praiſe, confeſt 


mat I had all their Bleſſings in my One. 


Our Virgins, when they met him, ſigh'd and bluſh'd, 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, 
And gazing Crowds purſu'd and bleſt him as he paſs'd. 
But then his Youth ! his 'Tenderneſs ! his Piety! 
0h my Telemachus ! my Son! my Son! 
= EURYMACHUS. 

And what are all theſe Tears and helpleſs Wailings, 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and me ? 
How have I mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and cruel ? 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping ? 
How have I taught the ſtubborn Rocks of Ithaca, 
And all the ſounding Shore to echo my Complainings? 
And haſt thou e'er relented? Now mourn thou, 
ind murmur not, nor think thy Lot too hard, 
vince equal Juſtice pays thee but thy own. 

DUEEN. 

Oh didſt thou know what Agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'it have Pity on me: 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reſt, 
But tis Deſpair tis mad—tormenting Rage, 
Tis terrible tis bitter Pain Wis 
A Mother's Mourning for her only Son. 

HOM. 

Now, now her lab' ring Heart is rent with Anguiſh! 
Oh Nature, how affecting are thy Sorrows ! 
How moving, melting in a Mother's Eyes! 
0 Silver Thetis, on the Phrygian Shore, 
Wept for her Son, foreknowing of his Fate, 
The Sea-Nymphs ſate around, and join'd theirTears, 
While from bis loweſt Deep old Father Ocean 


Was 
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wes heard to groan in pity of their Pain, [ Abi 
Fair Mourner riſe—Thus far thou haſt prevail'd, Who 1 w 


[Ofering to raiſe berl Dea 
If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 4 


For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, Delays, Away 
For all my Years of anxious Expectation, 
This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms; 
This Night! For Love, impatient of my Wrongs, | 
Allows not ev'n a Moment's Space beyond it, Ain 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, 
And Danger and Diſtreſs ſhall never know thee more. 
DUEEN. ö 
Oh Shame ! Oh Modeſty ! Connubial Truth 
And ſpotleſs Purity! Ye heav'nly Train! 
Have I preſerv'd you in my ſecret Soul, 
To give you up at laſt, then plunge in Guilt, 
Abandon'd to Diſhonor and Pollution ? 
Oh never! never! let me firſt be rack'd, ; 
Torn, ſcatter'd by the Winds, plung'd in the Deep, | My Qu 
Or bound amidſt the Flames Oh friendly Earth Wh. ſoftly 
Open thy Boſom——And thou Pre/erpine, ad let i 
Infernal Juno, mighty Queen of Shades, Gently a: 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, * ch 
And hide me, ſave me from this Tyranꝰs Fury. * 1 
TH ON. de yield 
Oh racking, racking Pain of ſecret Thought! 
Alt. 
EURYMACHUS. Where is 
Hence! hence thou Trifler Love! fond, vain De- year to 
ceiver ! near my 
J caft, I tear thee — be gone 
Hear n 
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DUEEN. 
Then drag me too !—Yet hear me once, once more, 


22 


MW My Queen! my Goddeſs! Art thou kind at laſt ? 
0h ſoftly, ſoftly breathe the charming Sound, 

nd let it gently ſteal upon my Soul, 

bently as falls the balmy Dew from Heay'n, 


vail'd, po 1 will ſpeak to thee of Love. of Rage 
raiſe her Hor Death! of Madneſs! and eternal Chaos“ 
EURYMACHUS. : 
Away, thou Loiterer ! Io Mthon, 
ns; Then 1 muſt go. 
rongs, | DUEEN. | 
: 3 Eymachus ! [ Holding out her Hand to him; 
1 EURYMACHUS. 
e more, Speak 
g DUEEN, 
th | Mercy ! 
f EURYMACHUS. 
Love ! 
3 f DUEEN. 
e Telemachus. 
f EURYMACHUS. 
Earth 


ey r let thy kind conſenting Eyes ſpeak for thee, 
al ind bring me the ſweet Tidings from thy Heart; 
ite yields! Immortal Gods! ſhe yields! 
zht! | PSUREXN _ 
Aldi. | | Where is he? 
; here is my Son? O tell me, is he ſafe ? 
yain De- year to me ſome moſt ſacred ſolemn Oath, 
wear my Telemachus is free from Danger, 
EURYMACHUS. 
„ EN Hear me, great Joe, Father of Gods and Men, 


id thou blue Neptune, and thou Stygian Pluto, 
Hear, 
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Hear, all ye greater and ye leiler Powers, 

That rule in Heay'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 
While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I ſwear, 
That royal Youth, that beſt-lov'd Son is ſafe, 
Nor dies unleſs: his Mother urge his Fate, 

At Night, a Prieſt, by faithful Athon's Care, 

In private ſhall attend at thy Apartment; 


There while rich Gums we burn, and ſpicy Odors, 


The Gods of Marriage and of Love invoking, 

I will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 

Devote ev'n all my Pow'rs to thy Command. 
DUEEN. 

Till then be kind, and leave me to myſelf; 
Leave me to vent the Fulneſs of my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Sorrows of my Soul alone, 

And ſigh myſelf, if poſſible, to Peace, 

Oh thou dear Youth, for whom I feel again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain; 
Well had I dy'd to ſave thee, Oh my Son, 
Well, to preſerve thy Life, had giv'n my own ; 
But when the Thoughts of former Days return, 


When my loſt Virtue, Fame, and Peace I mourn, | 


The Joys which ſtill thou gav'ſt me J forget, 
And own I bought thee at a Price too great. 
[Exit the Queen, 
EURYMACHUS. 


At length we have prevail'd: Fear, Doubt and Shamel 


Thoſe peeviſh female Virtues, fly before us, 
And the diſputed Field at laſt is ours. 
A THOMN. 


Ves, you have conquer'd, have approv'd yourſelf 


A Matter in the Knowledge of the Sex. 
What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, 
To rifle all the Spoils of captive Beauty, 
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and reap the ſweet Reward of your paſt Labors ? 
What of the Prince ? 


EURYMACHUS. 
He lives, but muſt be mine, 


ind my Semanthe's Love the band to hold him; 
Bit to to-morrow's Dawn leave we that Care, 
The preſent Day, for deep, for vaſt Deſigns, 
ind hardy Execution is decreed. | 
This Night, according to their wanton Riot, 
The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaſt. 
<ETHON. 

I mark'd but now the mighty Preparation, 
Then to the Hall the ſweating Slaves paſt in, 
lending beneath the maſſy Goblets Weight, 
Whoſe each capacious Womb, fraught with rich Juice 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, 
portended witleſs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boating, 
Contentious Brawling, Madneſs, Miſchief, and foul 

Murder; | 
Wiile to appeaſe the Glutton's greedy Maw 
Whole Herds are ſlain, more than ſuffice for Heca 
tombs, : 
[vn more than Zeal, with pious prodigality, 
&tows upon the Gods to feed their Prieſts with. 
. EURTMACHUS. 

Then mark me well, or e'er the rolling Night 
Have finiſh'd half her Courſe, the fumy Vapors 
ind mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
hall ſeize the Brains of theſe carouſing Lovers; 
Then ſhalt thou #7hon, with my valiant Samians, 
um'd and appointed all at thy Command, 
wuround the Hall, and on our common Foes 
at once revenge my Queen, thyſelf and me. 


Fot. R THOR. 
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I ETH OM. 
Ha! At a Blow! 
thought! | 
By Jove, th Avenger, *twill be noble Slaughter; 
Nor doubt th Event, I anſwer for em all, 
Ev'n to a Man. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Thine then be all the Care, 
While I with ſofter Pleaſures crown my Hours, 
And revel in Delight. 
| ATHON. 


How ! at that Hour ! Starting. 


Ha ! — In Enjoyment ! Can that be? 
EURTMACHUS. 
It muſt. 
Fierce for the Joy, in ſecret and alone 
I'll ſteal upon my Love. 
<ATHOMN. 
Stay! that were well 


Alone you muſt BS 
EURYMACHUS. 
None but the conſcious Prieſt — 


That too muſt be thy Care, to chooſe one faithful, | | 


One for the Purpoſe fit. 
| /ETHON. 


Moſt worthy Office! [Af | 


One to your Wiſh, try'd in theſe pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in thaca ; 
Him ſworn to Secrecy, and well prepard, 
I will inſtruct to wait you with the Queen. 
| | EURYMACHUS. 
Then be propitious, Love ! 
<ATHON. 
And thou, Revenge! 
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hoot all thy Fires, and wake my ſlumb'ring Rage; 
Let my paſt Wrongs, let Indignation raiſe 
My Age to emulate my youthful Praiſe ; 
let the ſtern Purpoſe of my Heart ſucceed, 
let Riot, Luſt, and proud Injuſtice bleed, 

Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favor Right, ; 

lask no other Bliſs nor fond Delight, 

Nor envy thee, O King, thy bridal Night, | 
[ Excunt. 
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Exter A THoNn, MENTOR and EUMay: 


T HO 


F Virtue be abandon'd, loſt and gone, 


No matter for the Means that wrought the Ruin] 
Whether the Pomp of Pleaſure danc'd before her 


Alluring to the Senſe, or dreadful Danger 
Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onſet, 
She ſhou'd have held the Battle to the laſt, 


Undaunted, yieldleſs, firm, and dy'd or conquer'd, | 


MENTOR. 

Think on what hard, or what unequal Terms 
Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakneſs, 
Beſet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 
Maintains the doubtful Conflict Sure if any 
Have kept the holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 

If all our Grecian Wives are not like Helen. 
That Praiſe the Queen my royal Miſtreſs merits, 
EUMAZUS. | 
And oh impute not one unheeded Word, 
Forc'd from her in the bittereſt Pangs of Sorrow, 
When fierce conflicting Paſſion ſtrove within, 
Like all the Winds at once let looſe upon the Main, 


When wild Diſtraction rul'd— Oh urge not that, 
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\ Blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs Fame. 

A THON. = 
oh Mentor, and Eumæus, faithful Pair! 
fo whom my Life, my Honor, all I truſt, 

WJ Theſe Eyes beheld her yielding Curſed Object! 
zeheld her in the Samian King's Embrace; 
The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron, 
That rolls his livid Waves around the Damn'd, 
Roaring and yelling on the farther Shore, 
Was not ſo terrible, fo irkſome to me, 
As when I ſaw his Arms infold Penel ipe. 
[ heard the fatal Compact for To. night, 
The Joys which he Popes d, nor ſhe deny'd —— 
But ſee ſhe comes 
: MEN T OR. 
How much unlike a Bride ! 


Enter the QUE EN. 


zehold her Tears, fee comfortleſs Affliction, 
anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate Misfortune 
Writ in her Face. 


THO . 
N 1 ; Retire ; I wou'd obſerve her. 
* 2 [Mentor and Eumæus retire to the back Part of 
ny the Stage. 
QUEEN. 
And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put off 
its, Th' approaching Hour of Shame, or ſave thy Son? 


Thou weep'ſt, and yet the ſetting Sun deſcends 

dwift to the weſtern Waves, and guilty Night, 
ow, Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, 

Rides on the dusky Air, — And now it comes, 
Main, Wl The fatal Moment comes, ev'n that dread Time 
ot that, When Witches meet to gather Herbs on Graves, 


When diſcontented Gholts forſake their Tombs, 
3 And 
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And ghaſtly roam about, and doleful groan, 


And hark ! the Screech-Ow! ſcreams, and beats tha 


Window 


With deadly Wings And hack More dreadful yet ö 


Like Thractan Tercus to unhappy Philomel, 
The furious Bridegrocm comes 

Raviſher! | 
And ſee! the Shade of my much injur'd Lord 


Starts up to blaſt me !—Hence !—Begone, you Horror: 


For I will hide me in the Arms'of Death, 
And think on you no more——That Traitor here 


ATHONM. 


Hail beautcous Queen! The God of Love ſalutes 


thee, 
And thus by great Eurymachus he ſpeaks, 
Be Sew and Misfortune on thy Foes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Peace, 
Content, and everlaſting Joy dwell with thee. 
DUEEN. 


Com'ſt thou to greet me with the Sounds of Joy? | 
So the hoarſe Raven | 


Thou Meſſenger of Fate! 
Croaks o'er the Manſion of the dying Man, 
And oſten warns him with this diſmal Note, 
To think upon his 1 omb. 
2 7 HOM 
Or 1 miſtook, 
Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 
Kindly to ask at what auſpicious Hour, 
Your royal Bridegroom and the Prieſt ſhou'd wait you- 
| " BPUBEM 
Too well my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings.— 
Now what Reply ?—there is no Room for Choice, 
"11s one Degree of Infamy to doubt; 
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What muſt be, muſt be Let me then reſolve, 
Tis only thus no more and I am free. 


[ Y/ede. 


day to the Samian King, thy Maſter, thus; 

When Menelaus and the Fate of Greece 

dummon'd my Lord to Trey, he left behind him 
None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire. 


ET HON. 
How, Lady! - Whether points her Meaning now?— 
| [dfede 
PUEEN. 


Say too, I've held his Merit in the Balance, 
but ind the Price of Honor ſo much greater, 
That twere an Idiot's Bargain to exchange em: 
Yet tell him too, I have my Sex's Weakneſs, 
have a Mother's Fondneſs in my Eyes, 
and all her tender Paſſions in my Heart. 


ATHON. 
Ay, there! 'Tis there ſhe's loſt ! [ Hide. 
QUEEN. 


Nor can I bear 
To ſee what more, far more than Life I joy in, 


3 ily only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, 


ait you. 


dings.— 


nolce, 


What 


y Son by bloody Hands mangled and murder'd ; 
Oh terrible to Nature!) Therefore one, 
One Remedy alone is left to ſave me, 
To ſhield me from a Sight of fo much Horror, 
and tell Eurymachus, | find it here. 
[She offers to lab herſelf; /Ethon catches 
hold of her Arm, and prevents her. 
ET HON. | 
Forbid it, Gods ! periſh the Tyrant rather, 
Let Samos be no more. 


R 4 DUEEN. 
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2 UEEN, | Gods an 

: | Off! Of, thou Traitor ! and oh 
Give way to my Juſt Rage ! — Oh tardy Hand! per 11 
To what haft thou betray'd me ! Let me go, bor all tl 
Oh let me, let me die, or I will curſe thee, for Hor 


Till Hell ſhall tremble at my Imprecations, 
Till Heav'n ſhall blaſt thee—loſt !—undone for ever 


ATHAHON. 


To leav« 


At le 


O Trifler that I am ! Mentor ! Eumeaus ! | E 

„ [They come forævard por whit 
Come to my Aid ge calm but for a Moment, it lengt 
And wait to ſee what Wonders it will ſhew thee. Ibo wipe 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, mat go! 


Guard her from ev'ry Inſtrument of Death; 1 hat G 
Sooth and aſſuage her Grief, till my Return 


f 5 0 dout 
Unfold the mighty Secret of her Fate, ee, 
And 0ice more reconcile her Soul to Peace. 

; That Go 

| | [ Exit ZEthonB Freely a1 
DUEEN. | 

And are you too my Foes ? have you conſpir d WM and h 


And join'd with that falſe Atbon to betray me? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the Duſt, 
Here fit, a poor forlorn, abandon'd Woman; 
Caſt not thy Eyes up to yon azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſs, I 
Or buſy in their Heav'n, and thou not worth thei 
Care; | 

And oh! oh! caſt 'em not on Earth to ſeek 

For Succor from the faithleſs Race of Man ; 

But as thou art forſaken and alone, | 
Hope not for Help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think —'tis Deſolation all about thee. 


Let the \ 
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While F. 
break in 
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eäLłleſtial. 
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MENTOR. = 
Far be that Thought, to think you are forſaken ; | 
| Gods, 
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[Gods and good Men ſhall make you ſtill their Care. 
11 Ind oh ! far be it from your faithful Servants, 
id! for all thoſe Honors mad Ambition toils for, 
bor all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickedneſs, 
for Hopes or Fears, for Pleaſures or for Pains, 
To leave our royal Miſtreſs in Diſtreſs. 


for ever} EUMAUS. 
At length Time's Fulneſs comes, and that great 
| Period, 
forwuar, or which ſo many tedious Years ro!I'd round, 
ent, it length the white, the ſmiling Minute comes, 
Ce, lo wipe the Tears from thoſe fair Eyes for ever; 


That good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 
]hat Good, which ev'n the Preſcience of the Gods 
50 doubtfully was it ſet down in Fate,) 

Urcertainly foreſa w, and darkly promis'd, 

That Good, one Day, the happieſt of our Lives, 


-Ethon Freely and fortenately brings to paſs. 
5 MENTOR. 
ir d WF And hark! vindictive Fowe prepares his Thunder, 
> 2 
4 [T hunders, 
let the Wrong- doer and the Tyrant tremble; 
Ihe Gods are preſent with us—And behold ! 
5 the ſolid Gloom of Night is rent aſunder, 
_ While Floods of daz ling, pure ætherial Light, 
h the 


heak in upon the Shades——She comes, ſhe comes! 
Pallas, the Fautreſs of my Maſter's Arms. 
nd ſee where terrible in Arms, majeſtic, 
W(clcftial, and ineffably effulgent, 
e ſhakes her dreadfut Ægis from the Clouds 
bend, bend to Earth, and own the preſent Deity. 
[It thunders again, 

3 fone: opens above, and 4 ſcowers Pallas in 
ken; the Clouds | [They kneel. 

Gods 3 E U- 


p thee, 
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EUMAUS. 

Daughter of mighty ve. Tritonian Pallas, 5 Wh 
Be favorable]! oh !—Oh ! be propitious, b tn þ 
And ſave the ſinking Houſe of thy Uy/es. * ee 

MENTOR. Do's not 

Goddeſs of Arts and Arms, thou blue-ey'd Maid, 

Be favorable ! oh! oh! be propitious, . Nay * 


And glad thy Suppliants with ſome chearful Omen, Pat wha 


QUEEN. mus m: 
Virgin, begot and born of Fowe alone, | nn ruſn 
Chaſte, wiſe, victorious, if by thy Aſſiſtance 5 ind if 
Ihe Greeks were well aveng'd on perjur'd Tray, lere le 
If by thy Aid, my Lord from Thracian Rheſus | 4 hen 
Obtain'd his ſnowy Steeds, and brought ſucceſsful | , 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece ; No. 1 
Once more be favorable — be propitious, ; lire FI 


Reſtore my Lord—Or if that be deny'd, 
Grant me to ſhare his Fate, and die with Honor. 


Unnuml 
Crowns 


[T „ he Scene cheſes above Ml Hea 
ey riſe Wait wi 
MENTO . Live to 


The Goddeſs ſmiles—Moſt happy be the Omen! Wir... Fu 
And to the Left auſpicious rolls the Thunder. ba chis 


Euter Æ r n ON er ULYSSES, without his Diſguiſe I gaze 
magnificently arm'd and habited. The ſull 

BY Have lift 
OUEEN. BY Have ſe 
What other God art thou? Oh ſacred F orm! Mor from 
I dream, I rave Why put'ſt thou on this Semblance¶ Thou'rt 
What ſhall I call thee Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. dme G. 
[She advances tao or three Steps, bal Oh Ext: 
amazedly. chat 1 
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Son of Laertes / King ! my Lord ! 
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PETS ES. 

Why doſt thou gaze ?—Am I ſo dreadful fill ? 
there ſo much of 7Zthon ſtill about me? 
Or haſt thou is it poſſible forgot me? 
Do's not thy Heart acknowledge ſomething here? 

2UEEN. 
Nay tis, 'tis moſt impoſſible to Reaſon. 


: zt what have I to do with Thought or Reaſon ? 


Thus mad, diſtracted, raging with my Joy, 
fl raſh upon thee, claſp thee to my Boſom, 
And if it be Deluſion, let me die, 
Here let me fink to everlaſting Reſt, 
Jult here, and never, never think again. 
ULFSSES: 
No, live thou great Example of thy Sex, 
Live for the World, for me, and for thyſelf, 
Unnumber'd Bleflings, Honors, Years of Happineſs, 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteſt Stars, 
All Hzav'n and Earth united in Applauſe, 
Wait with officious Duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haſt deſerv'd, 
That Fulneſs of Delight, of which theſe Arms 
And this tranſporting Moment gives thee Earneſt, 
DUEEN. 
I gaze upon thy Face, and ſee thee here. 
The ſullen Pow'rs below, who rule the Dead, 
Have liſten'd to my Weeping, and relented, 


BY Have ſent thee from E/;/fum back to me; 


Or from the Deep, from Sea-green Næptunè's Seats 
Thou'rt riſen like the Day-Star, or from Heay'n 


me God has brought thee on the Wings of Winds 


lookin 


0h Extaſy ! But all that I can know, 


chat I wake and live, and thou art here. 
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| ULTSSES.. And e 
Troy, I forgive thee now; ye Ioils and Perils MI Till. 
Of my paſt Life, well are you paid at once. Once 
For this the faithleſs Syrens ſung in vain, . : 
For this I 'ſcap'd the Den of monitrous Polypheme, | Tn 
Fled from Calyp/e's Bonds, and Circe's Charms; Io in 
For this ſeven Days, and ſeven long Winter Nights, f But o! 
Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving Maſt; zink 
Toſt by the Surge, pierc'd by the bitter Blaſts May N 
Of bleak North- Winds, and drench'd in the chil Untim 
Wave, And r 
I trove with all the Terrors of the Deep. | 
QUEEN. Mex 
Yes thou haſt borne it all, I know thou haſt, . 
Theſe Wars, Winds, Magic, Monſters, all for me. 5 WR 
Bleſt be the gracious Gods that gave thee to me! 
Say then! Oh how ſhall I reward thy Labors? : 
But I will fit and liſten to thy Story, lie“ 
While thou recount'ſt it o'er; and when thou ſpeak Ul 2 at: 
Of Difficulties hard and near to Death, 9 
JI pity thee, and anſwer with my Tears; Be 
But when thou com'ſt to ſay how the Gods ſavd thee 
And how thy Virtue ſtruggled through the Danger, _ 
For Joy, I'll fold thee thus with ſoft Endearments, II me 
And crown thy Conqueſt with ten thouſand Kiſſes. Our Sc 
ULYSSES. 
It 1s a heavy and a rueful Tale, es 


But thou wilt kindly ſhare with me in all things; f pgs 
It ſhall be told thee, then, whate'er I ſuffer'd. - 


Since, in a Juckleſs Hour, I firſt ſet out, . Oh I f1 
Ev'n to that time, when ſcarce twice ten Days paſt, | Shall t. 
As from Pheacia homeward bound to Ithaca, ö an 


A Storm o'ertook and wreck'd me on the Coaſt; 
Alone and naked was I caſt aſhore, +I 
"Dy And 
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And only to theſe faithful 'Two made known, 
Till Jove ſhou'd point me out ſome Opportunity, 
Orce more to ſeize my Right in thee and Empire. 
MENTOR. 

'Tis hard, injurious, and Offence to Virtue, 
To interrupt your Joys, ye royal Pair; | 
But oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caution, 
Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance | 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 7 
Untimely to diſcloſe the fatal Birth, 
And ran bring it immature to light. 
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ULYSSES. 
Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well—Retire, my Love, 
DUEEN. 
What, muſt we part already ? 
ULTSSES. 


For a Moment, 
Like Wares divided by the gliding Bark, 
That meet again, and mingle as before. 
DUEEN. 
Be ſure it be not longer. 


VULISSES., 
Sweet, it ſha' not, 


I'll meet thee ſoon, and bring our mutual Bleſſing, 
Our Son t' increaſe the Joy; 


DSUBEN. 
I muſt obey you, 
Remember well how long thou haſt been abſent, 
And what a poor Amends this ſhort Enjoyment 
makes me. 

Oh I ſhall die with ſtrong Deſire to ſee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient Minute more, 
Than all thy long, long twenty Years before. 

SEN J [Exit Queen. 
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Enter at the other Door TEL¹EMA CHS. 
TELEMACHUS. 
The Queen my Mother, paſt ſhe not this way? 
MENTOR. 
She did, my Lord, ev'n now. 
TEL E MACHUS. 


Saw you not too 
The S Princeſs, fair Semanthe, with her ? 
Say, went they not together ? | 
ULYSSES. 
Might I ſpeak, 
I think, it is not fit they were together; 
For wherefore ſhou'd the Queen of Ithaca 


Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eurymachus * : 


Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended, 
And think this Boldneſs does not fit a Stranger. 


TELEMAC HUS. 
Tis true thou art. a Stranger to my Eyes, 


And yet, methought, thou ſpok'it with Athon's Voice, ; 


Save, that th' untoward Purpoſe of thy Words 
Seem'd harſh, ungentle, and not like my Friend, 
ULYSSES. 

Whate'er I ſeem, believe me, princely Youth, 
Thou haſt not one, one dear ſelected Mate, 
That ought to ſtand before me in thy Heart; 
Tho from your tender infancy till now, 

He dwelt within thy Boſom, thou in his, - 
Tho' every Year has knit the Band more cloſe, 
'Tho' Variance never knew you, but complying: 
Each ever yielded to the other's Withes, 


Tho' you have toil'd and reſted, laugh'd and mourn'd, f 


And ran thro' every part of Liſe together, 


Tho 
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Tho' he was all thy Joy, and thou all his, 
Yet ſure he never lov'd thee more than J do. 
TELEMACHUS. 

Whoe'er thou art, (for tho' thou ſtill art Athon, 
Thou art not he, but ſomething more and greater, ) 
feel the Force of every Word thou ſpeak'it, 

My Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 

A Fear not irkſoin, for 'tis mix'd with Love, | 

Ev'n ſuch a Fear as that we worſhip Heav'n with; 

Oh phe if I err, for if thou art not 

Xthon, my Father's Friend, thou art ſome God. 
ETS. 

If barely to have been thy Father's Friend 
Cou'd move thee to ſuch tender, juſt Regards, 
Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial Virtue, 

[ Embracing hin 
Thus preſs thee in my Arms, my pious Son, 
And while my ſwelling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee, that I am, I am thy Father. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Oh moſt amazing ! — 
MENTOR, 
Yes, my royal Charge, 
At length behold thy God- like Sire, Uly/es. 
Bleſt be my Age, with all its Cares and Sorrows, 
vince it is lengthen'd out to ſee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear intruſted Pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms, 
TELEMACHUS. 

Oh *tis moſt certain ſo, my Heart confeſſes him, 
My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came, 


Then let me bow me, caſt me at his Feet, 
There 
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There pay the humble Homage of my Duty, n the 
There wet the Earth before him with my Tears, Now, 
The faithful Witneſſes of Love and Joy; ne dar 
And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more, or fxir 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, I'il praiſe the Gods, oY Eager c 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father, 5 Bears h 

ULYSSES. unichir 


Oh riſe, thou Offspring of my nuptial Joys, 
Son of my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, 
Rob not thy Father's Arms of fo much 'Treaſure, 
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But let us meet, as ov and Nature meant us, r Get me 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends: 2 f com 
And tho? I made harſh mention of thy Love, 9 
(Oh droop not at the Name) by blue-ey'd Pallas Nor « 
I meant it not in angry, chiding Mood; 8 "=p t 
But with a tender and a fond Concern 1 Were . 
Reminded thee of what thou ow'ſt to Honor. I; 1h 
TELEMACHUS. 1 3 
When I forget it, may the worſt Afflictions, bor tho 
Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy o'ertake me; | 
Be that th' important Bus'nefs of my Life, 3 
Let me be taſk'd to hunt for it thro Danger, 1 rig 
Thro' all the Roar of the tumultuous Battle, : 3 
And dreadful Din of Arms; there, if I fail, 5 A _ 
May Cowards ſay I'm not Uly/es' Son, | ; Gong : 
And the great Author of our Race diſclaim me, „ . 


. F ULTSSES:.: | 
Oh Nobleneſs innate ! Oh Worth divine! 
AEtherial Sparks! that ſpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are you pleaſing to me So the Eagle, 


i gracef 
und terri 


That bears the Thunder of our Grandfire Jobe, Tap 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring _ 
the leep: 


Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions, 


ia And ſpea 


her. 


Cy 


IC; 
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ſn the wide untract Air; till bolder grown 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Sheperd's Fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 
Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 
lager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 
Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain 
Writhing his ſpiry Tail. 
TELEMACHUS. 

I wou'd be active, 
Get me a Name diſtinguiſh'd from the herd 
of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. 

ULTSSES. 
Nor ſhalt thou want th' Occaſion, now it courts 
thee, 


ö F 
bands ready, and demands thy Courage now. 


Were I indeed as other Fathers are, 


. Did I but liſten to ſoft Nature's Voice, 


Y hou'd not urge thee to this high Exploit, 


For tho” it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Danger. 


 TELEMACHUS. 
Now by the God of War ſo much the better, 
let there be Honor for your Son to win, 


: and be the Danger ne'er ſo rude and deadly, 
Vo matter *twill enhance the Prize the more, 


ind make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye; 


ada, and Chimera's form'd in Gold, 
a graceful underneath the nodding Plume, 


ind terribly adorn the Soldier's Heim. 
01 SSE. 
Know then, on this important Night depends 


: the very Cris of our Fate; to Night, 
the ſleeping Vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
Wind ſpeak Confuſion to our Foes in Thunder, 


Juſtice 
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Juſtice intruſts her Sword to this right Hand. ich p 
And I will ſee it faithfully employ d. ear 
_TELEMACRES. ol by all « 

By Virtue and by Arms 'tis noble Work, any c 

I burn impatient for it Oh my Father, BY Thoſe ! 
Give me my Portion of the glorious Labor. hall de 


ULYSSES. : 

One more immediate Danger threats thy Mother, 
That to avert muſt be thy pious Care; 1 
While Menton, with Eumaus and ourſelf, 


Back'd by a choſen Band, (whom how prepar'd, 2 e good 


n 


How gather'd to our Aid. the preſſing Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon Drunkards, 
Immerſt in Riot, careleſs and defying 

The Gods as Fables, ſtart upon 'em ſudden, 
And ſend their guilty Souls to howl below, 
Upon the Banks of Styx; while this is doing, 


or louc 


Dar' thou defend thy Mother? TI wild, 
TELEMACHUS. ich Pea 
| Oh ! to Death, - 
Againſt united Nations wou'd I ſtand z duch f. 
Her Soldier, her Defence, my ſingle Breaſt : "Ray ; 
Oppos'd againſt the Rage of their whole War; 8 
; many 


She is ſo good, ſo worthy to be fought for, 1 : 
The ſacred Cauſe wou'd make my Sword ſucceſsful ret 
And gain my Youth a mighty Name in Arms. | ere No 

ULYSSES. | 1 

Then prove the Peril, and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid-hour of rolling Night approach, 
Remember well to plant thee at that Door, | 
Thou know'ſt it opens to the Queen's Apartment. WF 
To bind thee yet more firm; for oh my Son, be 92 
[ Dr aaving his $2w01 2 TUG. | 
Witz 


oa more 
r theſe, 
now the 
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With powerful Oppoſition ſhalt thou ſtrive, 
Wear on my Sword, by thy own filial Piety, 
br all our Race, by Pallas and by Jobe, 
any of theſe curſed foreign Tyrants, 
Thoſe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honor, 
all dare to paſs thro' that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his forfeit Lite for the Intruſion. 
other, TELEMACHUS. 
ZI [ (vear— And may my Lot in future Fame 
| [Telemachus 4neels and Kies the Savcra. 
d, ie good or evil but as 1 perform it. 
5 ULYSSES, 
rds, Enough do believe thee, 
MENTOR, 
_ Hark! my Lord! 
[4 confuſed Noiſe is heard within, 


E's loud the Tempeſt roars! The bellowing Voice 
wild, enthuſiaſtic, raging Mirth, 
ich Peals of Clamor ſhakes the vaulted Roof, 

, 2 ELEMAC HUS. : 
2 Such ſurely is the ſound of mighty Armies 

ar; : Battle join'd, of Cities ſack'd at Midnight, 


Wi many Waters, and united Thunders ; 
el gen'rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 
Wo think ſhe muſt not ſhare the glorious Danger, 


s ere Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords, 

ULYSSES. 

. |} No more, thou haſt thy Charge, look well to that; 
WI theſe, theſe riotous Sons of Noiſe and Uproar, 

ment, ow their Force, and.know I am Cs. 

on e look'd down upon the War of Atem, 


, Sabo ad rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 
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Fair Nature, Form, and Order had not Being, 
But Diſcord and Confuſion troubled all; 

Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he ſate, 

Fix d there by the eternal Law of Fate, 

Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Power; 


And knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecureÞ 
[Excl 
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Le ATT CENE L 


Enter TELEMACHUS and ANTINOUS, 


ANTINOUS. 


HE King return'd ? So long conceal'd in Ithaca? 

[Ethan the King? What Words can ſpeak my 
Wonder ? | 

; TELEMACHUS. 

2 Yes, my Antinous, tis moſt amazing, 

is all the mighty working of the Gods, 

Wnſcarchable and dark to human Eyes: 

non, let me conjure thee by our Friendſhip, 

ace to thy faithful Breaft alone I've truſted 

he fatal Secret, to preſerve it ſafe, 

thou wou'dft do the Life of thy Telemachus. 

; ANTINOUS. 

Vrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave, 

JW think he would betray you for whole Worlds. 

ne you not ſaid it, that your own dear Life, 

Dad all your royal Race, depends upon it ? 

r from my Lips, within my Breaſt I'll keep it; 

or breathe it ſoftly to myſelf alone, | 

wt ſome officious murmuring Wind ſhould tel] it, 

Id babbling Echoes catch the feeble Sound. 

TELEMACHUS. 
A v7 Vo, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee ; 


But 
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But haſte, my Friend, and ſummon to thy Aid 
What Force the ſhortneſs of the Time allows thee; 
Then with thy ſwifteſt Diligence return, 


Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may | The F 
Import the Safety of my royal Parents. +4 N 
Some black Deſign is by theſe Stranger-Princes Kan 
Contriv'd againſt the Honor of the Queen. * 5 
ANTINOUS. pnat ca 
Ere Night a buſy Rumor ran around | 
Of armed Parties ſecretly diſpos'd 
Between the Palace- Gardens and the Sea; Wi __ 
Bold Cleon ſtrait and Arcas I diſpatch'd are det 
To ſearch the Truth; that known, with haſte to raiſe 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : Wow c 
Ere this they have obey'd me; when I've join'd : r 


The Pow'r their Diligence has drawn together, ad the 
I'll wait you here again upon the Inſtant. ue plea 
| [Exit Antinous, Mund like 
TELEMACHUS. The tedi, 
Oh Love, how are thy precious, ſweeteſt Minutes g 
Thus ever croſt, thus vex d with Diſappointments! } 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtic Quarrels 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us Pain by turns; 
Malicious medling Chance 1s ever buſy 
To bring us Fears, Diſquier, and Delays; 
And ev'n at laſt, when after all our Waiting, 
Eager, we think to ſnatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 


Behold 
My F athe 
Then tell 
Je mourr 


Ambition calls us to its ſullen Cares, Wi 
And Honor ftern, impatient of Neglect, 8 Mm 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures ; * 8 
As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 5 ; : her 
And Love were not the Bus'neſs of our Lives. Fear 


Enter The co 
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Enter E URYMACHUS. 


EURYMACHUS. | 
The Prince yet here ! Twice have I ſought, fince 
Night, | 
To paſs in private to the Queen's Apartment, 
| it found him ſtill attending at the Door; 
hat can it mean ? 
TELEMACHUS. 
| It 1s Semanthe's Father ! 
Ha! —— Sure the Gods, in pity of our Loves, 
live deſtin'd him to ſcape Chess Vengeance. 
E EURYMACHUS. 
How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth 
(hear ev'ry Heart to Night, and baniſh Care, 
ind thee penſively alone, avoiding | 
ne Pleaſures and Companions of thy Youth, 
nd like the fighing Slave of Sorrow, waſting | 
Thc tedious Time in melancholy Thought! 
TELEMACHUS. 
Behold the Ruins of my royal Houſe, 
ly Father's Abſence, and my Mother's Grief ; 
ſhen tell me if I have not Cauſe too great 
o mourn, to pine away my Youth in Sadneſs. 
EURY MACHUS. 
Our Daughter once was wont to ſhare your 
Thoughts ; 
klieve me, the has Reaſon to complain, 
you prefer your Solitude to her; 
ile here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing, 
nely ſhe fits, the tender-hearted Maid, 
and kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abſence, 
TELEMACHUS. 
The conſtant, faithful Service of my Life, 


11s, 


Z Her! 
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My Days and Nights devoted all to her, 
Poorly repay the fair Semanthe's Goodneſs: 
Yet they are hers, ev'n all my Years are hers, 
My preſent Youth, my future Age 1s hers, 
All but this Night, which here I've ſworn to paſs, 
Revolving many a ſad and heavy Thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes. 
| EURYMACHUS. 
to paſs it here 
TELEMACHUS.. 
Ev'n here, my Lord, 
EURYMACHUS. 
Fantaſtic Accident 


How! here 


Of great and high Import, which on the Inſtant 
I muſt deliver to the Queen, your Mother. 

- TELEMACHUS. 

Whate er it be, you muſt of Force delay it 
„Till Morning. 
 EURYMACHUS. 
How, delay it tis impoſſible. 

Say. 
TELEMACHUS. 


But wherefore ? 


The Queen is gone to Reſtq 


Oppreſt and waſted with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Weary as: miſerable painful Hinds, 

That labor all the Day to get 'em Food, 

She ſeeks ſome Eaſe, ſome Interval of Cares, 
From the kind God of Sleep, and ſweet Repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir'd ſhe left moſt ſtrict Command, 


None ſhou'd approach her till the Morning's Dawn. | 


EURYMACHUS. 
Whate'er thoſe Orders were, J have my Reaſons 


Te 


Whence cou'd this come i 
[ 4jide 
Well, Sir, purſue your Thoughts; I have ſome Matterg 
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Io think myſelf accepted :- And whoe'er 
brought you the Meſſage, through officious Haſte 


8, MJ Mitook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong. 
| TELEMACHUS. 
aſs, Not ſo, my Lord ; for, as I honor Truth, 
kun from herſelf did I receive the Charge. 
EURYMACHUS. 


Vexation and Delay !-—Then 'tis thy own, 
Thy Error, and thou heard'ſt not what ſhe ſaid. 
[tell thee, Prince, tis at her own Requeſt, 
Lord. Her Bidding, that at this appointed Hour 
wait her here; detain me then no more 
come With tedious vain Replies, for I muſt paſs. 


Aide LNA Us. 
Matterg Were it to any but Semantbe's Father, 
ant That Miſtreſs of my Reaſon and my Paſſions, 


Who charming both makes both ſubmit alike, 
Perhaps I ſhou'd in rougher Terms have anſwer'd; 
but here imperious Love demands Reſpect, 
Conſtrains my Temper, to my Speech gives Law, 
Ind I muſt only ſay You cannot paſs. 
EURYMACHUS, 
Ha !\———Who ſhall bar me? 
TELEMACHUS, 
With the gentleſt Words, 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent, 
| will intreat you not to do a Violence, 
Where nought is meant to you but worthieſt Honor. 
EURYMACHUS. | 
Ooh trifling, idle Tatker!—know, my Purpoſe 
5 not of ſuch a light, fantaſtic Nature, 
That I ſhou'd quit it for a Boy's Intreaty. 
Wore than my Life or Empire it imports, * 
All that good Fortune or the Gods can do for me 
Vor. I. 8 Depends 


_— 


386 U: L\Y $$$ 
Depends upon it, and I will have Entrance. 
TELEMACHUS. | 

Nay then 'tis time to ſpeak like what I am, 

And tell yon, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſhall not. 
EURY MACHUS. 

"T were ſafer for thy raſh, unthinking Youth | 
To ſtand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me; | 
Beware left I forget thy Mother's Tears, ; 
The Merit of her ſoft complying Sorrows, 
Dreadfu] in Fury leſt I ruth upon thee, 

Graip thy frail Life, and break it like a Bubble, 
To be diſſolvd, and mix'd with common Air. 


TELEMACHUS. 
Oh 'tis long ſince that I have learnt to hold 


W To cri 
By all 
Til fo 


Hoy 
And al 
hear 
raduc 
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give: 


My Life from none, but from the Gods who gave it, 155 2 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms, r thou 
Unleſs thoſe heav'nly Donors aſk it back. _ fem 
EURT MACHUS. HS 
Know'ſt thou what tis to tempt a Rage like mine »p 
But liſten to me, and repent thy Folly, | "ne: 
This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Bliſs, Mga in 
Mark d from the reſt of the revolving Year, | Wie g 
And ſet apart for Happineſs by Fate, on sua 
The charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride. fly git 
TELEMACHUS. Wo: thus 
Confuſion ! Curſes on. the Tongue that ſpoke it! Dan ch 
EURYMACHUS. 550 
To- night ſhe yields, ev'n for thy ſake ſhe yields : 
To-night the lovely Miſer grown indulgent I laug 


Reveals her Stores of Beauty long reſerv'd, 
She bids me revel with the hidden Treaſure, 
And pay myſelf for all her Years. of Coldncls. Hell; 
TEL EMACHUS. 
Perdition on the Falſnood! EX 


EURI 


not. 


me; 
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EURYMACHUS. 
Dare not then 


ro croſs my Tranſports longer ; if thou doſt, 


By all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, (Drawing, 
[]] force my Way, thus, through thy Heart's beſt 
Blood. 


TELEMACHUS. 
How eis my Piety and Virtue loſt, 


And all the heav'nly Fire extin& within me! 


55 [| hear the ſacred Name of her that bore me 


e, 


ave it, 


Traduc'd, diſhonor'd ty a Ruffian's Tongue. 
and am I tame — Love, and ye ſofter Thovghts, 
give you to the Winds. — Know, King of Samos, 


Thy Breath, like peſtilential Blaſts, infects 
The Air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: 


f thou but whiſper one Word more, one Accent 


mine 


% 


de. 


Ke it! 


„ields: 


URI 


oh Shame to Arms! 


Againſt my Mother's Fame, it is thy laſt. 


EURYMACHUS. 

Brav'd by a Boy !—a Boy !—the Nurſe's Milk 
Yet moiſt upon his Lip, fceble in Infincy, 
Eſſaying the firſt Rudiments of Manhood, 

With Strength unpractis'd yet, and unconfirm'd, 
But I have bcrne too long. 
Fly ſwift, avoid the Tempeſt of my Fury, 

Or thus III pour it in a Whirlwind on thee, 


Diſh thee to Atoms thus, and toſs thee round the 


World. | 

TELEMACHUS. 

I laugh at all that Rage, and thus I meet it. 

| [They fight. 

EURYMACHUS. 

Hell and Confuſion !—to thy Heart. 
TELEMACHUS. 

To thine 


8 2 This 
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This Greeting I return. 


EURYMACHUS. wer 
The Furies ſeize thee, My Lc 
[Eurymachus all. And v 


Thou'aſt ſtruck me to the Earth, blaſted my Hopes, Juſt as 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, [-boa 


To load me with Diſhonor—Oh my Fortune ! = low 
Where is my Name in Arms, the boaſted Trophies At ſom 
Of my palt Life for ever loſt, defac'd, le gra 
And raviſh'd from me by a beardleſs Stripling. 5 
TELEMACHUS. Ha! 
What means this ſoft relenting in my Soul 2 Mort 
What Voice 1s this that ſadly whiſpers to me, 75 
Behold Semanthes Father bleeds to Death? 5 Guar 
Why would you urge me? [To Eurymachus. M$ betend 
EURYTMACHUS. PA 


OR, and come not near me, 

But let me curſe my Fate, and die contented. 5 
TELEMACHUS. , = My F 

And ſee he ſinks yet paler to the Earth, = 
The purple Torrent guſhes out impetuous, oh Ho! 
And with a guilty Deluge ſtains the Ground: = hat c. 
No Help at hand! what hoa !—Auznous. [ Exit That wi 
EURYMACHUS. all to 
Let there be none, no Witneſs of my Shame, or Juſt 

Nor let officious Art preſume to offer 

Its Aid, for I have liv'd too long already. 


lf the 
boollicit! 


Enter SEMANT HRE. ro rain 


SE MANT NE. 1 

Sure I have ſtaid too long, and while I ſate on him, 

Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen, Nobb'd 
Hearing her tell of Sorrows upon Socrows, 

Ev'n to a lamentable length of Woe, . What 

| Th appointeq i Hle could 
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Th' appointed Hour of Love paſs'd by unheeded ; 

Wy Lord perhaps will chide ; Oh no !—He's gentle, 

nnd will not urge me with my firſt Offence. 

hut as I enter'd here, the Bird of Night | 

WJ -boading ſhriek'd, and ſtrait, methought, I heard 

i low complaining Voice that ſeem'd to murmur 

u ſome hard Fate, and groan to be reliev'd. 

ie gracious Gods be good to my Telemachus ! 
EURYMACHUS. 

Ha! What art thou that doſt thy hoſtile Oriſons 

J0#r to Heaven for my mortal Foe ? 


? 
| SEMANTHE. 
Guardians of Innocence, ye holy Pow'rs, 
nachus.befend me, ſave me. 
= EURYTMACHUS., 
r me, | Art thou not Semanthe? 
| SEMANTHE,. | 


My Father !-—-on the Ground !—bloody and pale 
Running to him, and kneeling by bin 
Joh Horror! Horror !—Speak to me—Say who 
hat curſed Hand has done this dreadful Deed ? 
[Exit hat with my Cries I may call out for Juſtice, 
call to the Gods, and to my dear Te/emachus, 
ne, or Juſtice on my royal Father's Murderer. 


EURYMACHUS. 
If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
FJ Þo!licit him, that only equal Power, 
o rain down Plagues, and Fire, and ſwift Deſtruction, 
| : yn all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
on him, who, aided by my adverſe Stars, 
obb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life—Telemachus. 
|  SEMANTHE. | 
What ſays my Father — no !—it is impoſſible! | 
pointed fle could not—would not—for Semanthe's ſake.— 
83 Enter 


TY 
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| | Till! 
Enter TELEMAC HuS. Her f 
TELEMACHUS. Till 
Alas! there is none near—no Help—Semanthe ! ang] 
Crying oy 1 
bar ads te 
And fee he. bears the Trophy of his Conqueſt; LOS 
Behold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood! : THEN 
Then doubt no more, nor aſk whom thou ſhou'dRt curſeR8 Nova 
It is Telemachus on whom revenge me, Tho! 
But on Telemachus ? Why do ] leave thee Aud! 
\ helpleſs Orphan in a foreign Land, If tho 
But for Telemonchus ? Who tears me from thee ? Is left 
. Why is thy King and Father 
Stretch'd on the Earth a cold and lifeleſs Coarſe, Are 
Inglorious and forgotten Oh!] Telemachus! | Dies re tl 
SE MANT HE. e 
Cruel l—unkind and cruel! - Friend 
f She /aints and falls upon the Body of Eurymachus Merce) 
TELEMACHUS. Woes 
She faints, Andi 
ler Cheeks are cold, and the laſt leaden Sleep And! 
langs heavy on her Lids— wake, wake, Semantle, 
Oh let me raiſe-ches from ee 
[ Raijing her up, and ſupporting her in his Ari 7 if the 
Lift up thy Ezes—Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? OMe ; 
SEMANTHE. | N 
Let me forget the uſe of ev'ry Senſe, 
Lt me not ſee, nor hear, nor ſpeak again 
After that Sight, and thoſe moſt dreadful Sounds. Andt 
Where am 1 row ?—What! —lodg'd within thy Ari 5 
Stand of, and let me fly from thee for ever, ; Be 
Swifter than Light'ning, Winds or winged Time; MIV H 


Fly from thce till there be w hole Worlds to part us Wich 
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Till Nature fix her Barriers to divide us, : 
Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones, 
Till Danger, Death and Hell do ſtand betwixt us, 
And make it Fate that we ſhall never meet. 
| TELEMACHUS. 

"Tis juſt; I own thy Rage is juſt, Semanthe; 
Each fatal Circumſtance is ſtrong againſt me; 
Then if thy Heart ſeverely is reſolv'd 
Never to liſten when I plead for Mercy, 
Tho' Piety and Honor join with Love, 
And humbly at thy Feet make Interceſſion; 
If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 

S EMANT HE. 

Are Love, are Piety and Honor Parricides? 
Are they like thee ? Do they delight in Blood? 
Oh no! Celeſtial Sweetneſs dw ells with them, 
Friendly Forgiveneſs, Gentleneſs and Peace, 
Mercy and Joy; but thou haſt violated _ 
The ſacred Train, brought Murder in amongſt em: 
And ſee, diſpleas'd, to Heav'n they take their Flight, 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever, | 

TELEMACHUS. 

If ſudden Fury have not chang'd thee quite, 
If there be any of Semanthe left, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, 1 conjure thee, hear me. 


SEMANTUHE. 
"Tis in vain, 
And that known Voice can never charm me more. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Be witneſs for me, Heav'n, with what Reluctance, 

My Hand was lifted for this fatal Stroke, 

With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 

84 With 


ULYSSES. 

With Violence, with proud inſulting Scorn, 
And ignominious Threat'nings was I urg'd ; 
Long, long, I ſtrove with rifing Indignation, 


And long repreſs'd my ſwelling, youthful Rage; 
I groan d, and felt an Agony within: 


392 


Twas hard indeed but to myſelf I ſaid, 
It is Semanthe's Father, and I'll bear it. 


SEMANTHE. 
And cou'dſt thou not do more: Cal't thou theſe 
Suff rings ? 
Theſe ſhort tumultuous, momentary Paſſions? 
What would not I have borne for thee, thou cruel one; 
For thee, ſo fondly was my Heart ſet on thee, 
Forgetful of my tender, helpleſs Sex, 
I would have wander'd over the wide World, 
Known all Calamities and all D iſtreſſes, 

Sickneſs and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retir'd within ſome gloomy Cave, 
 E-wou'd have waſted all my Days in Weeping, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy ; 
Till I had been a Story to Poſterity; 
Till Maids, in After-times, had ſaid, Behold 
How much ſhe ſuffer d for the Man ſhe loy'd. 

h TELEMACHUS. 

And is there any one, the moſt afflicting 

Of all thoſe Miſeries Mankind is born to, 
W hich for thy ſake I would refuſe ?—But oh ! 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer Taſk ; 
The Queen, my Mother, truſted to my Charge, 


My royal Father's Honor, and my own, 
The Pledges of eternal Fame or Infamy, 
United urg'd, and call'd upon my Sword, 
SEMANTHE, 
What is this vain, fantaſtic Pageant, Honor, a 
This 
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This buſy, angry Thing, that ſcatters Diſcord 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar ? 
Put let it be the Worſhip of the Great, 
Well haſt thou warn'd me, and I'll make it mine; 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command ſhall be obey'd, 
Our Samian Arms ſhall pour Deſtruction on you, 
Your yellow Harveſts and your Towns ſhall blaze, 
The Sword ſhall rage, and univerſal Wailings 
ze heard amongſt the Mothers of your Ithaca, 
Till War itſelf grow weary and relent, 
And that poor bleeding King be well reveng'd. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Haſte then, and let the Trumpet found to Arms, 
manthe's Vengeance ſhall not be delay'd ; 
rrepare for Slaughter and wide-waſting Ruin, 
Prepare to feel her Wrath, ye wretched /thacans : 
lift not a Sword, nor bend a Bow againſt her, 
hut all, like me, with low Submiſſion meet her, 
And let us yield up our devoted Lives, 
Nor once implore her Mercy——for alas! 
Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon : 
for Blood, Deſtruction and Revenge ſhe calls, 
ind Gentleneſs and Love are Strangers to her. 
SEMANT HE. 
Love! Didſt thou ſpeak of Love ?=Oh iu. tim'd 
Thought ! : 
zehold it there] behold the Love thou bear'ſt me! 
[ Pointing to the Body of Eurymachus. 
behold that! that !—more dreadful than Meduſa, 
t drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 
ind freezes ev'ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. 
eſt thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 
longealing on that pale, that aſhy Breaſt? 
8 5 


Then 


304 ULYSSES. 
Then mark the Face—how Pain and Rage, with all 


The Agonies of Death ſit freſh upon it: De 
This was my Father Was there none on Earth, Henc 
No Hand but thine Noa m 
TELEMACHUS: = Your 
Within my own ſad Heart ber 
felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. Then 
Dow much more happy is his Lot !—The Sleep S It yet 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; Let tt 
While J, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, M Like 
Mourn for myſelf, and, to complete my Woes, MF tor © 
Feel all thy Pains redoubled on Telemachus, Wer 
SEMANTHE. | ART 
I know thou hat'ſt me, and that deadly Blow | With 
Was meant to do a Murder on Semanthe. : 
But oh! it needed not, for thy Unkindneſs 1 No 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. Andi 
If one cold Look, one angy Word had told me, For ſh 
That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a Purdch Mento; 
to thee, = Shall 
f ſhould have underſtood thy crue] Purpoſe, ; Ha! 
Sate down to weep, and broke my Heart and dy'd.Þ And t 
TELEMACHUS. The! 
It is too much, and I will bear no more; There 
Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe Accuſer. : That 
How haſt thou wrong'd my tender, faithful Love? Oh D 
In ſpite of all theſe Horrors of my Guilt, 5 Ent 
And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 
In ſpite of all, I will appeal to thee, = 
Evn to thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
If ever Maid was yet belov'd before thee, S Thus 
With ſuch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondnefs, | I By me 
As that with which my Soul defires my dear Semant ö 5 
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ULYSSES. 395 
SEMANTHE. | | 
Deteſted be the Name of Love for ever ! 

Hencetorth let eaſy Maids be warn'd by me, 

No more to truit your Breaſts that heave with ſiphing, 

Your moving Accents, and your melting Eyes ; 

Whene'gr you boaſt your Truth then let *em fly you, 

Then ſcorn you, for tis then you mean Deceiving; 

If yet there ſhould ſome fond Believer be, 

Let the falſe Man betray the Wretch like thee, 

Like thee, the loſt, repenting Fool diſclaim, 

For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 

When warm, when languiſhing with ſweet Delight, 

Viſhing ſhe meets him, may he blaſt her Sight, 

With ſuch a Murder on her bridal Night! [ Ex. 

TELEMACHUS. 
| Now arm thee for the Conflict, Oh my Soul, 

And ſee how thou canſt bear Semanthe's Lols ; 

For ſhe is loſt—moft certain—gone irrevocable. 

Mentor, nor Athon now, my King, my Father 

Shall need t' upbraid me with th' unhappy Paſſion g 

Ha ! that has wak'd a Thought—'Tis certain ſo, 

And this is all the Work of cruel Policy: 

The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 

Therefore my Sword was choſen to oppole it, 

That it might cut the Bands of Love aſunder 

Oh Dreamer that I was ! - 


Emer ANTINOUS, CLEON and ARCAS, 
avith Soldiers. | 
ANTINOUS. 
My Lord, where are you? 

Thus to his Son, our King, the great Ve 
By me commands, your royal Mother's Danger 
Js now no more, ſince all the rival Princes 
Are in the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Moment 
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Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among em; 
Haſte then to join your God- like Father's Arms, 
To bring your pious Valor to his Aid, 
And ſhare the Conquelt and the Glory with him. 
TELEMACHUS. | 
Ha! com'ſt thou from the Hall, Autinous? 
ANTINOUS. 
Ev'n now, my Lord, as I was haſting hither, 
It was my Chance to meet my royal Maſter ; 
Eager with Joy I threw me at his Feet, 
With wondrous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 
Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. 
By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and Claſh of Arms, 
Which, juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 
J gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queer. 
]s now no more : However, be thou near 
Jo guard her, to ſupport her, leſt the Terrors 
Of this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, 
May ſhake her Soul :—T will obey the King, 
And gladly loſe the Life he gave me, for him. 
And ſince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 
Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are croſs'd, 
Careleſs of all, III ruſh into the War, 
{rovoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 
Till all o'er Wounds I ſink amidſt the Slain, 
And bleſs the SE Hand that rids ine of my Pair. 
[Exit Tet, 


CLEON. 
Bchold, my Lord, and wonder here with us ; 
Ihe Samian King | f 


ANTINOUS. 


Eurvmachus ! 


Ties he; : 
Surpriſing 


orpriſin 
hut 'tis x 
Nor have 
et it ſu! 


Haſte to 


Iro ſeek 
t the ref 
Do you © 


Irne Prin 


Life li 
JUnworth 
JGaining | 
Irear of t! 
Fr n 
[cit they 
Urnerefor 
1 To work 


and that 


Our . 
$\1all dee! 
Jo. tho” th 
. Jn with 


* 
8 


> 
we 
2 


Pucceſsfu 


eads us 


Come 
Nepine ar 


UELFS S: 4-8. 297 
Jurpriſing Accident !—Whence came this Blow? 
But 'tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, 
Nor have we time to waſte in vain Inquiry; 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. 
Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
To ſeek her Safety with us in the City; 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him.—— [To the Soldiers. 
ARCAS. 
Had you ta'en my Counſel, 
he Prince ſhou'd not have 'ſcap'd us, 
ANTINOUS. 
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Arcas, no! 
Life like his is but a fingle Stake, 
JUnworthy the Contention it might coſt : 
32 the Queen, I have whate'er I wiſh. 
tear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
forbad my coming with a ſtronger Pow'r, 
[cit they had ta'en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Frterefore I held it fafer by a Wile 
Iro work upon the Youth, and ſend him hence, 
and that way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
ARCAS. 
Our Ithacans, who give the King for loſt, 
I\1all deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
or tho” they ſhould believe it, yet will join us, 
ind with united Arms aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Why do we linger then? Heard you that Cry ? 
[Cry of Women awithin, 
Pucceſsful Cleon, of his Prey poſſeſs'd, 
beds us the way, and haſtens to the City. 
: ANTINOUS. 
£ Cocke on, and let the crafty-fam'd Uly/es 
ine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 
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Let the forſaken Husband vainly mourn 
His tedious Labors, and his late Return; 
In vain to Pallas and to Joe complain. 


ULI 


That 77% and Hector are reviv'd again, 


Poſieſs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 
Pll lengthen out my Joys with ten Years War, 
And think the reſt of Life beneath a Lover's Care. 
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Euter ſeveraly MEN THOR and EU MN us. 


EU MAUS. 
HERE is the joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now ? 


In vain we triumph o'er our foreign Tyrants, 
So ſoon to periſh by domeſtic Foes. 
Why ſhone the great U/y/es dreadful, fierce 


As Mars, and mighty as Phlegrean Joe? | 
Why reeks yon Marble Pavement with the Slaughter 


Of rival Kings that fell beneath his Sword, 

Victims to injur'd Honor and Revenge ? 

Since by the fatal Error of Telemachus, 

The Prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loft, 

Is yielded up a Prey to falſe Antinzas. 
MENTOR. 

He truſted in the holy Name of Friendſhip, 
And, conſcious of his own Uprightneſs, thought 
The Man whom he had plac'd ſo near his Heart 
Had ſhar'd as well his Virtue as his Love. 

EUMAEZ US, - 

How bears the Prince this Chance ? 

MENTOR; 


Alas! Eumæus, 


His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder; 
3 Stretch'd 


* 


—̃ 1 . 
Ez x. — — — ons * ren 
% S & l I 22 * — hens e 1 
Da n — 4 c . . 0 
Eat * ag 23 - way * q — 0 — 
— — "oe. 3x5... - — 4 = — Y bY . 4 ps - 
ITT . — 3 9 > — — ry 2 
— — : mY Ty 
Cone 


7 ie Va tee ery 


— = = we Ts — 2 5 
2 — — — > 
prep bei e — af 

4 * — 


r 
— 1 <A 4 
. ee 
* 5 


- 
ASP 


+a ©. 
_—— — — 


— 
. 


vs. — 
— 
IL 


— 
e 


400 ULYSSES. 


Stretch'd on the damp unwholſom Earth he lies, 
Nor had my Pray'rs or Tears the Pow'r to raiſe him 
Now motionleſs as Death his Eyes are fix'd, 
And then anon he ſtarts and caſts em upwards, 
And groaning, cries, I am th' Accurſt of Heav'n, 
My Mother ! my S.mauthe] and my Mother! 
| EUMA UVS. 
The King, whoſe equal Temper, like the Gods, 
Was ever calm and conſtant to itſelf, 
Struck with the ſudden, unexpected Evil, 
Was mov'd to Rage, and chid him from his Sight. 
But now, returning to the Father's Fondneſs, 
He bade me ſeek him out, ſpeak Comfort to him, 
And bring him to his Arms. 
MENTOR, 
Where have you left 
Our royal Maſter ? | 
| EUMAZ#US. 
Near the Palace-Gate, 
Attended by thoſe few, thoſe faithful Few, 
Who dare be loyal at a time hike this, 
When ev'n their utmoſt Hope is but to die for him. 
MENTOR. 
That laſt Relief, that Refuge of Deſpair 
Is all I fear is left us. From this City 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer ; 
There's not a Man in Ithaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing Fires make bright the Streets, 
Huge gabbling Crowds gather, and roll along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach ; 
The neighb'ring Rocks, the Woods, the Hills, the 
Dales, 
Ring with the deaf'ning Sound, while bold Rebellion 


With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 
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is trait 'rous Chief Autinous Where 1s then 
one Glimpſe of Safety, when we hardly number 
J Our Friends a twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude? 
EU MAUS. 

Yet more, the Samians, by whoſe Arms aflifted 
we late prevail'd againſt the riotous Wooers, 
x 55 ſome ſiniſter Chance have learnt the Fate 
1 Ut their Dead Monarch, and call loud for Vengeance; 
With cloudy Brows the ſullen Captains gather 
la murm'ring Crowds around their Weeping Princeſs, 
£7 45 if they waited from her mournful Lips 
lle Signal for Deſtruction, from her Sorrows 
Catching new Matter to increaſe their Rage, 
and vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
but fee ſhe comes, attended with her Guard. 
4 MENTOR. 
£7 Retire, and let us haſte to ſeek the Prince; 
5 Wis Danger threatens him: If he ſhould meet 'em, 
His Piety would be repaid with Death; 
E or cou'd his Youth or Godlike Courage ſave him, 
5 de oppreſs'd and cruſh'd by Numbers. 
= [Exeunt Mentor and Eumæus. 


Mm 


L Bar w Bancela Captains, and Soldiers, ſome bearing 
7 the Body of Eurymachus: Semanthe following awith 
Officers and Attendants. 


SEMANT AE. 

ve valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful followers 
5 Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform 

four pious Office to his ſacred Relics, 

bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarſe ; 
F: "a let his diſcontented Ghoſt repine, 

lo think his injur'd Aſhes ſhall be mix'd 
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ion 


5 ; J 1th the deteſted Earth of cruel Ithaca. 
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1 CAPTAIN 


Oh, royal Maid, whoſe Tears look lovely on thee, f 


Whoſe Cares the Gods ſhall favor and reward, 
Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble Homage, to whoſe juit Command 
We vow Obedience, ſuffer not the Seaman 
T' unturl his Sails, or call the Winds to ſwell 'em, 
Till the fierce Sodier have indulg'd his Rage, 
Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth, 
And from the faireſt of their Virgin-Daughters, 
We've choſe a thouſand Victims for a Sacrifice, 
' appeaſe the Manes of our murder'd Lord. 
SEMANTHE. 


Now! now Semanthe / wilt thou name the Marg 


d'rer? | 
Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to ſtrike ? 


Oh my ſad Heart !-—Haſte to diſpoſe in Safety 
Your venerable Load; and if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you, | 
Jo great, how good and gracious, yield this Proc 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter, 
Reſtrain the Soldier's fury, til! I name 
The Wretch by whom my royal Father fell. 
Let ſome attend the Body to the Shore, 
The reſt be near, and wait me. 
¶Excunt ſome with the Body; the reſt retire wit: 1 
the Scene, and wait as at à diſiance. 


Euter at the other Door TELEMACHU <, 


TELEMACHUS. 
Why was I born? why ſent into the World, 
Ordain'd for miſchievous Miſdeeds, and tated 
Jo be the Curſe of them that gave me Being? 
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Why was this Maſs ta'en from the heap of Matter, 
V: here innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, 

To be indu'd with Form, and vex'd with Motion? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 

f Barrenneſs had bleſs'd my Mother's Bed; 


Nor had ſne been diſhonor'd then, nor loſt, 


Nor curſt the fatal Hour in which ſhe bore me: 


[Tove had not been offended for Semanthe, 
Nor had that fair One known a Father's Loſs. 


SEMANTHE. 
What kind Companion of S:manthe's Woes 
that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night 
Si zhs out her Name with ſuch a mournful Accent? 
Ha! but thou art Telemachus——lct Darkneſs 
Still ſpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Viſage, 


And hide thee from thoſe weeping Eyes for ever. 


TELEMACHUS, 
Yes, veil thy Eyes, or tvin 'em far from me, 


For who can take Delight to gaze on Miſery ? 


Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the Afflicted, 


From the complaining of a wounded Spirit, 

Leſt my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 

And every Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 
SEMANTHE. 

Oh ſoft enchanting Sorrows ! never was 
The voice of mourning half ſo ſweet—Oh who 
Can liſten to the Sound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a part, like me, and ſhare in all his Pain ? 

; [ fide. 
TELEMA4CHUS. 

But if perhaps thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings 
Are grown a Pleaſure to thee, (for alas! 
Much art thou alter'd) then in me behold 
More than enough to ſatisfy thy Cruelty ; 


Behold 
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404 U LYSS E:* 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eaſy Prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, Villain Friend. 
J have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her, 
Ev'n 1, her Son, whom with ſo many Cares 
She nurſt and fondled in her tender Boſom. 
Wou'd I had dy'd before I ſaw this Day! 
T left her, I forſook her in Diſtreſs, 
And gave her to the Mercy of a Raviſher. 
SEMANTHSE. 
Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mind uod, 
The too hard Fortune of the pious Queen; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and ſwell their Streams, 
Tho? well thou know'ſt what Cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their Tears: I pity her, 
I mourn her injur'd Virtue ; but for thee, 
Whatc'er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes. 
TELEMACHUS. | 
"Tis Juſtice all, and ſee I bow me down 
With Patience and Submiſſion to the Blow, 
Nor is it fit that ſuch a Wretch as I am 
Should walk with Face ere& upon the Earth, 
And hold Society with Man-—Oh therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender Ties 
Which held vs once, when I was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as Life to living Creatures, 
Or Light and Hear to univerfal Nature, 
The Court and Condition of its Being, 
Compleat th' imperfect Vengeance of the Gods, 
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy Aid, 
Bid *em ſtrike here, and here revenge 
SEMANT HE. 


Oh hold, 


Stay thy raſh Tongue, nor let it ſpeak of * | 
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That may be fatal to 


TELEMACHUS. 
What mean'it thou ? 


SEMANTHE. 
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5 Something 
II or which I want a Names there none near ? 
[ Looking about. 
No conſcious Eer to etch the guilty Sound ? 
None to ubraid my Weakneſs, call me Parricide, 
And charge me as conſenting to the Murder ? 
For oh my Shame! my Shame! I muſt confeſs it, 
Tho' Picty and Honor urg'd me on, 
Z Tho! Rage and Grief had wrought me to Diſtraction, 
1 durſt not, cou'd not, wou'd not once accuſe thee. 
TELEMACHUS. 1 
And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ? * 
Oh do not load me with that Burden, Life, 
ales thou give me Love, to chear my Labors. 
I Tell me, Semantbe, is it, is it thus 
| rde Bride and een meet? Are Tears and 
: Mourning, 
This Bitterneſs of Grief, and theſe Lamentings, 
"BE theſe the Portion of our nuptia! Night? 
5 SEMANT HA. 
Hut thou, thou only didſt prevent the Joy, 
Tis thou haſt turn'd the Bleſfing to a Curſe; 
Ire therefore, live, and be, if it be poſiible, 
a8 great a Wretch as thou haſt made Semanthe, 
4 TELEMACHUS. 
ö IW ſhall be ſo, I will be faithful to thee, 
For Days, for Months, for Years 1 will be miſerable, 
? Protract my Suff rings ev'n to hoary Age, 
5 and linger out a ns aſt Life in Pain ;. 
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In ſpite of Sickneſs and a broken Heart, 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 
SEMANTHE. 
Oh never ſhalt thou know Sorrows like mine, 
Never deſpair, never be curs'd, as I am. 
Yes, I will open my afflicted Breaſt, 
And ſadly ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Pain; 
Tho' Hell and Darkneſs with new Monſters teem, 
Tho? Furies hideous to behold aſcend, 
Toſs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; 
Tho! my offended Father's angry Ghoſt 
Shou'd riſe a!. pale and Bloody juſt before me, 
Till my Hair ſtarted up, my Sight were blaſted, 
And ev'ry trembling Fibre ſhook with Horror; 
Yet eth yet I muſt confeſs 1 love thee! 
2 ELEMAC HUS. | 
Then let our envious Stars oppoſe in vain 
Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys; 
My Love ſhall get the better of our Fate, 
Prevent the Malice of that hard Decree, 
That ſcem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows; 
And yet in ſpite of all we will be happy. 
SEMANTHE. 


Let not that vain, that faithleſs Hope deceive thee 


For tis reſolv'd, *tis certainly decreed, 
Fix'd as that Law, by which imperial owe 
According to his Preſcience and his Power, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil ; 
»Tis certain, ev'n our Love, and all the Mis'ries 
Which muſt attend that Love, are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment vie muſt part for ever. 
TELEMACHES 

How !—part for ever ?—That's a way indeed 

To make us miſerable, Is there none, 
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r 407 it 
No other ſad Alternative of Grief, | 
2 120 other Choice but this ?—W hat, muſt we part 
| for ever ? 

SEMANT HE, 
Oh ſigh not, nor complain Is not thy Hand 
stain'd with my Father's Blood? Juſtice and Nature, 
E The Gods demand it, and we muſt obey : 

res, I muſt go, the preſſing Minutes call me, 

[Cher e theſe fond Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more, 
No more with languiſhing Delight gaze on thee, 
BE on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleaſure; 
EWhere Day and Night ſhall follow one another, | 
3 Iredious alike and irkſom, and alike LL 
Waſted in weary Lonelineſs and Weeping. 1 
2 TELEMACHUS. | 
Here then, my Soul, take thy farewel of Happineſs; f 
Irnat and Semanthe fly together from thee; 
klencefor th renounce all Commerce with the World, 


„ 


| M 

Nor hear, nor ſee, nor once regard what paſſes. & 

+ * 5 mighty Kings contend, ambitious Youth it 
rm for the Battle; Seaſons come and go, & 
z pring. Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleaſures, * 
Wand Winter with its ſilver Froſt ; let Nature 1 


e thee PD. ſplay in vain her various Pomp before thee, [i 
is wretched all, 'tis all not worth thy Care, 1 
, {is all a Wilderneſs without Semantbe. 
: SEMANTHE. 
One laſt, one guilty Proof, how much I love thee, 
Forgive it Gods!) Ceraunus and the Samians 
tain, Pal bring thee from me ere I part from 7haca. 
Irnat done, III haſte, I'll fly, as I have ſworn 
Tor thy lov'd ſake, far from the Sight of Man, 
2d to the pathleis Wilds, and ſacred Shades, 


here  Dryads and the Mountain-Nymphs reſort; + 
% There 


408 ULFSSEA& 
There beg the rural Deities to pity me, If th 
To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 2 gn 


Like Cypariſ/us grow a mournful Tree; x as 
Or melt like weeping Byb/s to a Fountain. : 
TELEMACHUS. E 
Since Fate divides us then, ſince I muſt loſe thee, 
For Pity's ſake, ſor Love's, Oh ſuffer me ro 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, T Or ift 
And ſigh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom : | Oft ha 
Permit me thus, to fold thee in my Arms, © In all t 
To preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, 5 In Batt 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, n ſtorn 
Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, swarth) 
Thou beſt thou only Joy thou loſt Semanthe ! Divided 
SEMANTHE. JEv'n th 
For ever I could liten—But the Gods, ; Defends 
The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us, Vor is h 
Remember — Oh remember me, Telemachus ! chat F. 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter, x 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever Lo fee 
The ſad Companion of this faithful Breaſt, : We hop. 
While Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt F In thee o 
I feel the icy Hand of Death prevail, vor '> « 
My Heart-ſtrings break, and all my Senſes fail, Wat ſee w 
Il fix thy Image in my cloſing Eye, ; 
Sigh thy dear Name, then lay me down and die. [ Exit Frerely F 
Manet TELEMACHUS. . Og 
TELEMACHUS. e cannot 
And whether wilt thou wander, thou forlorn Þ| 
Wt; Dr 


Abandon'd Wretch !—— The King thy Father comes, 
Fly from his angry Frown——No matter whither, 
Seek for the darkeſt Covert of the Night, 
Seek out for Death, and ſee if that can hide thee, Þ I What bo 
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© If there be any Refuge thou canſt prove, 


bafe from purſuing Sorrow, Shame and anxious Love. 
| [Exit, 


Enter ULyssEs, Euu us and Attendants. 


ULYSSES. 
To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 


br if they care for ought below, were impious. 
: oft have I try 'd, and ever found 'em faithful, 0 
in all the various Perils of my Life, | 
£ In Battles, in the midſt cf flaming Troy, 
n ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 
: Swarthy Cimmeri ans have their dark Abode, 1 
Divided from this World, and Borderers on Hell; | 
kv'n there the Providence of Jove was with me, 
i Defended, chear'd, and bore me thro' the Danger; 
| Vor i is his Pow'r, nor is my Virtue leſs, by 
7 that F ſhould fear this rude tumultuous Herd. 4 
: EUMAUS. 1 
I So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, F 
e hope not Safety from ourſelves, but thee; 0 


hee, 


laſt in thee our King we truft, in thee thou Hero, 1 
vor 'd of Heav'n, in all thy Wars victorious, # 
, put ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, N 
N [bot. 0 
Cru $ererely fierce, and breathing bold Defiance; þ 
Now let our Courage and our Faith be try'd, 5 
Tad if, unequal to thy great Example, il 
Ie cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee. ö 
| 3 73 Drums and Trumpets : Then Enter Au r IN o vs, 
. CI BON, and Soldiers. 


: ANTINOUS. 
hee, 1 What bold Invader of our Laws and Freedom 
* I. E Uſurps 


408 ULYSSES. 


There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 

To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 
Like Cypari//us grow a mournful Tree; 

Or melt like weeping Byblis to a Fountain. 


TELEMACHUS. £ 


II ther 
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En 

Since Fate divides us then, ſince I muſt loſe thee, 
For Pity's ſake, for Love's, Oh ſuffer me ro 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, or if: 
And ſigh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom: © Oft ha 
Permit me thus, to fold thee in my Arms, nn all t 
To preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, [ Þ In Batt 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, . In ſtorn 
Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, 5 an 
Thou beſt- thou only Joy thou loſt Semanthe / Divided 
SEMANT HE. kv'n th 
For ever I could liſten But the Gods, T7 Defend 


The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember——Oh remember me, Telemachus ! 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me ; but no matter, 


I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever So fee 

The ſad Companion of this faithful Breaſt, We hop 

While Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt 1 thee © 

I feel the icy Hand of Death prevail, | avor'd « 

My Heart-ftrings break, and all my Senſes fail, ut ſee w 
III fix thy Image in my cloling Eye, 5 

Sigh thy dear Name, chen lay me down and die. 2 Fererely | 

Manct T ELEMACHU 5s. teak 

TELEMACHUS. 3 canno 

And whether wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 5 
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Abandon'd Wretch !——The King thy Father comes, 
Fly from his angry Frown No matter whither, 1 
Seek for the darkeſt Covert of the Night, 7 
Seek out for Death, and ſee if that can hide thee, 1 What be 
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© If there be any Refuge thou canſt prove, 


bafe from purſuing Sorrow, Shame and anxious Love. 
[Exit, 


Enter ULyssEs, Euux us and Attendants. 


ULYSSES. 

To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 
7 Or if they care for ought below, were impious. 
Oft have I try d, and ever found em faithful, 
im all the various Perils of my Life, 

: In Battles, in the midſt cf flaming Troy, 

| =" ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 
7 \Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Abode, 

Divided from this World, and Borderers on Hell; 

Ev'n there the Providence of Jowe was with me, 

Diefended, chear'd, and bore me thro' the Danger; 

Nor is his Pow'r, nor is my Virtue leſs, 

That J ſhould fear this rude tumultuous Herd. 

5 EUVUM XU. 

So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, 


e hope not Safety from ourſelves, but thee ; 
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laft i thee our King we truſt, in thee thou Hero, 
1 avor'd of Heav'n, in all thy Wars victorious, if 
l, mut ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, | 


0 [ Shout. 
| [Eur L fer erely fierce, and breathing bold Defiance; 
dow let our Courage and our Faith be try d, 
ad if, unequal to thy great Example, 
e cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee. 
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n 
. Wout ; Drums and Trumpets : Then Enter AN TIN O us, 
as F CLEON, and Soldiers, 
7 1 
2 


ANTINOUS. 


hee, 1 | what bold Invader of our Laws and Freedom 
: Vor. 1. | 2 Uſurps 
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Uſurps the ſacred Name of King in Ithaca? 
Who dares to play the 'Tyrant in our State, 
And in deſpite of hoſpitable ue, 
Defames our Iſland with the Blood of Strangers ? 
ULYSSES, 
Have you forgot me then, you Men of Ithaca? 
Did I for this, amongſt the Grecian Heroes, 


Go forth to Battle in my Country's Cauſe ? \ 

Have I by Arms, and by ſucceſsful Counſels, 

Deſerv'd a Name from 4/a's wealthy Shores, I 

Ev'n to the weſtern Ocean, to thoſe Bounds 1 

That mark the great 4/cides utmoſt Labors, . v 

And am I yet a Stranger here —at home? * 
ANTINOUS, Ane 


And wherefore did'ſt thou leave thoſe diſtant Nations, Ane 
Thro' which thy Name and mighty Deeds were ſpread? | z 
We never ſought to know thee, and now known . 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh 
Thy Violation of our public Peace. 

ULYSSES. 
And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, audacious Slave, 
Thou raſh Miſleader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doſt thou preſume to match thyſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People ? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Maſter, 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what Jam U es. 
ANTINOUS. 


Then be U!;/es ! Echo it again, 
And ſee what Homage theſe will pay the Sound; 
[ Pointing zo the Soldiers. 3 

Tell 'em the Story of your Tran Wars, A 
How Hector drove you headlong to the Shore, 
And threw his hoſtile Fires amidſt your Fleet; 


4 
Then“ 
LS. 
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Then mark with what Applauſe they will receive thee. 
Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
. This Wanderer has ſlain, and join with me? 
_— OMNES. 
: 5 Antinous ! Antinous ! 
_  * ANTINOUS. 
. What of your Monarch? 
* OMNES, 
ö Drive him out to Baniſhment. 
ULYSSES. 
Were there no Gods in Heav'n, or were they 
* careleſs, 
And owe had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
tions, - And dart Deſtruction down on Crimes like thine ; 
read? © Yet, Traitor, hope not thou to ſcape from Juſtice, 
1 Nor !et rebellious Numbers ſwell thy Pride; 
For know, Uly/es is alone ſufficient 
To pur h thee, and on thy perjur'd Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injur'd Majeſty. 
ANTINOUS. 
And ſee I ſtand prepar'd to meet thy Vengeance: 
F Exert thy kingly Pow'r, and ſummon All 
. Thy uſeful Arts and Courage to thy Aid; 
And ſince thy faithful Diomede is abſent, 
Since valiant 4jax, with his ſevenfold Shield, 
No more ſhall interpoſe twixt thee and Danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe Care thou art, 
And let them fave thee, now aſſert thy Cauſe, 
And render back to thy deſpairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpite of them 
And thee this happy Night I made my Prize, 
ULYSSES: 
Hear this, ye Gods! he triumphs in the Rape, 
Moſt glorious Villain ! But we pauſe too long; 


ve, 


1 On 
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On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends; | They 
From this Deker of the Gods, this Monſter, Their 
Let us redeem my Queen, or die together: And fi 
And, equal to our great Forefather's Fame, If an) 
Deſcend and join thoſe Demy-Gods of Greece, Th' it 
Who with their Blood enrich'd the Dardan Plains, And 
To vindicate a Huſband's ſacred Right. Can! 
Shout: Then enter AR c As wounded. 3 

ANTINOUS. | 1 

What means that ſudden Thunder-clap of Tumult? 7 
Art thou not Arcas?— Thou art faint and bloody. 5 Th. 

AIR CA. X | 


I've paid you the laſt Office of my Friendſhip ; vet k 
Scarce have J Breath enough to ſpeak your Danger: | 5 i ax 


The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus, Still b 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce, and bearing all before em, Be tra 
Have from the Caſtle forc'd the captive Queen; F And I 


Fir'd with Succeſs, they drive our fainting Troops, 
And hither urge their Way with threat'ning Cries, 
Loudly demanding your devoted Head, 
A juſt Atonement for their murder'd Lord. 


ULYSSES. 
Celeſtial Pow'rs ! ye Guardians of the Juſt ! 


This Wond'rous Work is yours, and yours be all the 


Praile. 
ANTINOUS. 
Confuſion {ſ_— Wherefore didft not thou proclaim 
My Innocence, and warn them of their Error ? 5 
ARCAS. | 1 | Once 1 
Behold theſe Wounds, through which my parting Soul ö At len; 
Is haſting forth, and judge my Truth by them: 0 F ” 


Whate'er I cou'd I urg'd in thy Defence, 


But all was vain ; with clamorous Impatience ; 
T hey p 


11 e 


2 Soul | 


They 
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| They broke upon my Speech, and ſwore 'twas falſe. 


Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accus'd thee, 


And fix d her royal Father's Death on thee. 


D If any way be left yet, haſte and fly ; 
Th' inconſtant faithleſs hacans join with 'em, 


Pe” 
. 
SR 
dy 


F 


| And all is loſt——What dearer Pledge than Life 


Can Friendſhip aſk ? Behold I give it for thee. 
[ Dies. Shout, 
ULYSSES. 
They come, Succeſs and Happineſs attend us, 
Falla, and my viQtoriovs Son fight for us. 
ANTINOUS. 
Thou and thy Gods at laſt have got the better. 


[To Ulyſles, | 


vet know I ſcorn to fly; that great Ambition, 
| That bid me firſt aſpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
| Be true, my Sword, and let me fall reveng d, 
And T!I forgive ill Fortune all heſides. 
[ Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their Parties fight, 


| Enter TELEMachus, CERaunus, and Samian Col. 
diers, they join ULYSSES, and drive ANTINOUsS, 
CLEON, and the reſt off the Stage. Then enter at one 
Door ULyssts, at the other the QuEEN, MENTOR, 
and Attendants. | 
ULYSSES, 
My Queen ! my Love! | [ Embracing. 
DUEEN. 
My Hero! my Uly/es / 


Once more thou art reſtord, once more I hold thee, 


At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmoſt, 
Are fatisfy'd with what we have endur'd, 
And never will afflict nor part us more, 
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*'Tis not in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 
The Sorrows and the Fears; ev'n yet I tremble, A I 
Ev'n yet the fierce Ideas ſhock my Soul, | My 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. Sigb 
MENTOR, Tho 
A Turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, For 
None but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, All: 
Cou'd have foreſeen : The beauteous Samian Princeſs, Dis 


Within whoſe gentle Breaſt, Revenge and Tenderneſs And 
Long ſtrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful Conflict, 
At length was vanquiſh'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily to ſave the Prince, imputed 

To falſe Arntineus, her Father's Death; 

Heav'n has approv'd the Fraud of fond Affection, 
The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth, 


Since 'tis to that alone we owe your Safety. 
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Enter T ELEMACHUS. . 


TELEMAC HUS. 
Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone 
[Aneeling.W 

The raſh Offences of my heedleſs Youth, 

[ Ulyſſes rai/es zin. 
Here offer the firſt Trophies of my Sword, . 
And once more hail my Father King of Ithaca. 5 
Antincus, the Rebel Faction's Chief, | 3 
Is now no more, and your repenting People . 
Wait with united Homage to receive you; 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, 
Haſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails Y 
To bear the ſad Semanthe back to Samos; 15 
Joy like the chearful Morning dawns on all, 
And none but your unhappy Son ſhall mourn. 
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Like thee the Pangs of parting Love I've known, 


My Heart like thine has bled 
Sigh not, nor of the common Lot complain, 
Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain 
For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 
All ſpent in Toil, and exercis'd in Cares : 


, W ; ; 
ceſs, Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 
meſs © And well reward me here for all my Sorrows paſt. 


. > 22 
nflit, 
13 

ERIE 
8 8 


PRES * Go - f y 

. . I 

. Fe OE: = 

HATER 2 2 WE 20 „ 4 5 
ö e 8 e 


C J 
neeling. 


ſes him, : 


But oh] my Son, 


[Exeunt, 
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"Tis not in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 


The Sorrows and the Fears; ev'n yet I tremble, 3 
Ev'n yet the fierce Ideas ſhock my Soul, | f My 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. | Sig! 
MENTOR, = Tho 

A Turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, For 
None but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, All. 


Cou'd have foreſeen: The beauteous Samian Princeſs, ®7 Tis 
Within whoſe gentle Breaſt, Revenge and eme 1 And 
Long ſtrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful Conflict, 5 
At length was vanquiſh'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily to ſave the Prince, 1mputed 

To falſe Antineus, her Father's Death; 

Heav'n has approv'd the Fraud of fond Affection, 
The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth, 

Since tis to that alone we owe your Safety. 


Enter TELEMACHUS. 1 
TELEMACHUS. 5 
Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone 


[ Kneeling. 

The raſh Offences of my heedleſs Youth, 
[ Ulyſſes rai/es Jin 3s 
Here offer the firſt Trophies of my Sword, 8 
And once more hail my Father King of Ithaca. by 
Antincus, the Rebel Faction's Chief, 4 
Is now no more, and your repenting People 


Wait with united Homage to receive you; I 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, ® 
Hafte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails . 
To bear the ſad Senanthbe back to Samos; 1 
Joy like the chearful Morning dawns on all, | 
And none but your unhappy Son ſhall mourn. 
25 ULYSSES} - 
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My Heart like thine has bled 
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Like thee the Pangs of parting Love I've known, 

But oh] my Son, 

Sigh not, nor of the common Lot complain, 

Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain; 

For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 

All ſpent in Toil, and exercis'd in Cares : 

Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 


rneſs © And well reward me here for all my Sorrows paſt. 
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[ Exeunt, 


EPI. 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. BxacteciRDLiE. 


UST going to take NM. ater, at the Stairs 

IT flopp'd, and came again to beg your Pray'rs 
You fee howw ill my Lowe has been repaid, 
That 1 am like to live and die a Maid; 2 
Poetic Rules and Fuſtice to maintain, = , 
to the Woods am order d back again 
To Madam Cynthia, and her wirgin Train. = 
*Tis an uncomfortable Life they lead; E” 
Inſtead of Quilts and Down, the filuan Ped ' 5 
With Skins of Beaſts, with Leaves and Moſs is ſpread ; 
No Morning Toilets do their Chambers grace, 
Where famous Pearl Coſmetics find a Place, f | 
With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaiſter for the Face, 
But, in Defiance of Completion, they, 
Like arrant Houſewives, riſe by break of Day, 
Cut a brown Cruſt, ſaddle their Nags, and mounting 
in ſcorn of the Green-Sickneſs ride a hunting: 
Your Sal, and Harts-horn Drops, they deal not in; 
T bey have no Vapors, nor no witty Spleen , 
No Coffee to be had; and I am told, 
As to the Tea, they drink, tis moſtly cold. f 
For Conwerſation, nothing can be worſe, 1 
"Tis all amongſt themſelves, and that's the Curſe : 5 
One Topic there, as here, does ſeldom fail, 
We Women rarely want a Theme to rail; 
But bating that one Pleaſure of backbiting, 
There is no earthly Thing they can delight in. 
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There ; 


EPILOGUE. 


Here are no Indian Houſes, to drop in 

And fancy Stuffs, and chooſe a pretty Screen, 

75 awhile away an Hour or ſo—l ſwear 

E Theſe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 

And if ſome unexpected Friend appear, 

The De'il Who cou'd have thought to meet you here? 


RN, 


I Me ſhould but Very badly entertain 
i You that delight in Toaſting and Champaign, 
. 1 keep your tender Perſons ſafe at home. | 
ie know you hate hard Riding: But if ſome 
17 ough, honeſt, Country Fox. hunter would come, 
Viſit our Goddeſi, and her maiden Court, 
| 'Tis ten to one but wwe may ſhew him Sport. 


There : 
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